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ADVERTISEMENT. 



In Che following Memoir of Dr. Watts, th« theological 
opinions of that celebrated person are (Uscusaed at consider- 
able length* and his character as a man and a Christian is 
pleasingly and amply portrayed ; his learned biographer, 
however, is nearly silent respecting the Doctor's claims to 
attention as a poet* For the few renuurks on this pdnt, 
which he has intioduoed, the Laureate b chieAy indebted 
to Johnson ; there are few readers who would not rather, 
on such a topic, have been favoured with hb own. 

Whatever may have been Dr. Southey's reasons for pass- 
ing so hastily over thb portion of his subject, it b chiefly 
with the produce of its poetical vein that the genius of Watts 
has purchased its remariuibly vivacious popularity; nor u 
it flattering to the worth of an extensive reputation, to 
dismiss die poetic character of a writer whose vene has 
softened the hearts of thousands, and animated many to 
the pursuit of holiness and f4rtue, with the negative pndse 
of good intention. That the poems of the admired non- 
confonaist are i^ous in design, and pure in language, is 
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surely an euloglum Inadequate to h\a meriti. The ardour 
of Dr. Wattt*! devodonal feeUngi sometimes carried him 
into the region of true poetry, the imagery of which Ills In- 
tdlectual acuteness enabled him distinctly to contemplate, 
and his practised skill as a writer clearly to note down. The 
Oox ON THK Day of Judomxnt, (page 44,) may be 
instanced, as one among many pieces In the present vo- 
lume. In which a powerftil fimcy, as well as a felidtous 
diction, is made subservient to the cause of rdl^on. 

The public estimate of Dr. Watts, In hit character of a 
poet, rests chiefly on his Hymns. The reader needs only, 
however, to have perused the stansas above Mfcrred to, or 
any one of those numerous other Lyrics now before him, 
by which they are equalled or perhaps excelled, to perceive 
that this writer has cUdms to a higher place among Eng- 
lish poets, than would be juatly due to him merely as the 
author of those favourite but often feeble onnpaiitlons. 
In a period Uhe ours, there would appear to be no suffi- 
cient reason, why the superior InteUectnal valoeof the pre- 
sent collection should prevent its rivalling the Hymns In 
extent of popularity-^ circumstance to be dedred by all 
who sedc tlie advancement of virtue and piety.— Such are 
the considerations which have Induced the publisher to 
undertake the present Etfitfton. 

It must indeed be admitted that Watts has no claim to 
be called a great poet. Yet his title to the repuutioii at- 
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tached to his name WDoldluve^nMand much leas equivo- 
cal to fkBddknu jttdgmenti* but for the wQllil caielenneM 
MMJ iii#»|^^« y «f hu nrtmpn rf rinw. Many of the plecei iu- 
doded in the Hone Ljnrice are efltuioni of the Author's 
jofuth, abounding In the iSuilu as wdl as the exoeUendea 
of foung writers of genius : It b to be lamented, that when 
hereadlved to give them to the woild, he was dther too 
faidifleient or toosdMndulgent to bestow on them that oor^ 
rectkn wliicti they nqulied, and would have vqpald. 

The pubUaber of thia Edition hopes to be acquitted of 
piCBomption, if in preparing it for the press, he has hi some 
degree attempted to remedy that neglecti Several poems 
which have a place in former Editions, he has wholly omit- 
ted. He has alao struck out from those which are retained, 
^Tuious passages, differing in length from several stanzas 
or paragraphs, to a single line, which, it appeared to him, 
would, in the present day, impede the favourable reception, 
and oonaequently impair the useflilneas, of the work. This 
liberty of omlsdon has been more especially used in the 
second book, for reasons which are explained in the note, 
page OS. A laiger stretch of that ecUtorial authority which 
heoonaideredhimsdffreeto emjioy for the benefit, as he 
judged it, of the reader, remains to be mentioned: viz. the 
change, in a very few instances, of a word or phrase, for the 
purpoee of avdding expressions too coarse for modem taste, 
or in order to oorrect a soledsm in grammar. The Sup- 
plement containing transladons of the Latsn poems, ha« 
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been entirely omitted. Some speclmena of the Latin poems 
themaelvei are, neverthdets, preaerved for the gratifica- 
tion of learned readers ; who will find them by no means 
less free in style, Icm siurited and poetical, than their com- 
panions in the venuu:ular tongue. 

The subordinate labour of punctuation, hitherto 
wholly neglected, has been carefully performed. Respect- 
ing the general typographical appearance of the work, it is 
unnecessary to speak. In short, it has been the endeavour 
of the publisher to 'furnish the public with an Edition of 
the Sblkct Lyric Poxms of Dr. Watts, every way 
worthy of their patronage and of the Author's fame.. 
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Whxn Dr. Watts was ui^ by his Maids to leave behind 
him sonoe mcmoira fran which a histoiy of his life might 
be eompoeed, '* he absolutely declined it, and deriied that 
his chamcter might stand in the world merdy as it would 
appear in his worics." It is indeed fully pourtmjred there, 
withoat vamish and without di^g^^is^ But it is pleaiinff 
tt> oonfiemplate in one view, the even tenour of a long life, 
tnnocendy and industriously passed in uniform tnmquilUty 
and perfect contentment. 

Isaac Watts, tfaeddestof nine children, was bom at 
Southampton, July 17, 1074, and named after his fiither, 
who kept a boarding-school in that town. The persecution 
which the Church of l^ngland had undeigone during the 
Great RebdUon, was then too recent to be foigotten by the 
nation, or forgiven by the clergy themselves ; for toleradon 
is a principle which is sddom learnt by the persecuted. Mr 
Watts wasa dedded nonconformist; and is described as a 
man of " livdy devotion :" he was imprisoned on the soore 
of his region, «ad during his confinement, his wife often 
sat on a stone at the prison-door with this their child, then 
an infant at her breast. 

A book is said to have been the boy's greatest pkasure b»> 
tan he had well leamt to speak ; but this can only mean 
that, like sJl other childnD, he was amused by kxddng at 
prints, before he oould read. His Intellect however must 
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have been dangeroudy preoodous; for we are told that "he 
entered upon the study at the leaned languages in hi* 
fourth year, at the tnt gnunmar-echool of his native town, 
under the Rev. John Plnhome, of whose ahOity and gentle- 
ness, as a schoolmaster, he always retained a grateful and 
afliectlanate mnembranoe." It is rdated of him that his 
chief pleasure was in books ; that the Utde money which he 
reodved in presents was I4q>lied to the gratlAoation of this 
propensity ; that although remarlcable for vivacity, he cm- 
ployed his leisure hours in reading instead of joining other 
boys at play ; and that when only seven or right years old, 
he composed some devodonal vcnes to please his mother. 

Here he made good progiess in Latin and Gredi, and 
commenced the study of Hebrew. His promidng talents 
and his amiable disposition induced some generous persons 
in that vidnity to propose that he should be entered at one 
of the English Univerddes, where they would support htm : 
but having been bred up a dissenter, he determined to re- 
main one ; a dererminatlon to which, what he had heard 
his mother rdate of her sorrows during his own inflmcy. 
must no doubt gready have oontdbuted. In his dxteenth 
year, therefore, he was sent to an academy hi London, kept 
by Mr. Thomas Rowe, at that time minister of the In- 
dependent meeting at HaberdashcnT Hall ; and three years 
afterwards he Jdned in comninnion with that coogrtgadon. 
Among his fdlow-etudents at this academy were Hort, 
afterwards Archbishop of Tuam; Say, whose poems and 
essays were published after his death ; and Hughes, the 
author of the Siege of Damascus. Mr. Rowe sidd of him, 
that he never had occasion to reprove him, and that he 
often hdd hhn up as a pattern to his other pupils. 

Heused to mark all the books he read, to abridge some of 
them, and annotate others, which were interleaved for that 
purpose. Uut he punued his studies during three years 
with Intempemte ardour, allowing hlmadf no time for need- 
ful exercise, and contracting his needful deep ; and his con- 
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sticution thus received irreiMu«ble Injurjr. In 1604 he leflc 
the academy, and far the two following yean proaacuted hli 
studiee at his father*! home, during which time the gnater 
part of his hymns were composed, and probably mMt of his 
juvenile oompoaidons. 

It seems to have been thought remarkable that he did not 
enter upon the ministry immediatdy after completing his 
academical conne. One of his Mognphen says : ** The 
long rilenoe of this excdlent and accomplished youth, as 
to the primary object of all his studies, the preaching of the 
gospd, aflbrds considerable scope fear conjecture. It is true 
he was still but a youth, diflMent of himsdf, and deeply 
affected with the importance of the ministry, under a sense 
of his insufficiency, and tremlding lest he should go to the 
altar of God uncalled. But after sixteen yean spent in 
dasrical stu&s,— after uncommon proficiency in other 
parts of learning connected with the work of .the mlnlstiy, 
—with every qualiflcation for the Mcred office,— living at a 
time when his public services woe peculiarly needed, and 
when he was known and spoken of as promising odebrity 
in whatever profession he might choose,— that with all 
these advantages he should continue in retirement, is a fiict 
difficult to account for, and finr which only his extreme 
affidencecanaflbrdanyapology.'' When it is remembered 
that Mr. Watts left the academy in his twentieth year, or 
soon after its completion, the diffidence which withheld him 
fiom hurrying into the pulpit should rather be held forth 
as an example, than represented as a weakness or a fault. 
Nor can there be any difficulty in accounting fear it, even to 
those to whom such diffidence might appear extraordinary. 
He preached his fint sermon on the very day whereon he 
completed his twenty-fourth year ; "probably considering 
that as the day of a second nativity, by which he entered 
into a new period of existence;** and in the meantime it is 
recorded of him, that '* he applied himsdf to the study of 
the Scriptttres,and to the reading of the best commentaton, 
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WM subdued, « novoui deUttty remained which for tome 
yean entirely incapacitated hhn for the functione of hie 
office. Daya were let apart by his congregation for prayers 
t<a his recovery, and many of his brethren in the ministry 
united in these supplications, *'as men deeply impressed 
with the importance of his life." It was necessary, however, 
that his place should be supfdied, even when thdr pnayers 
were so far answered as to remove any i^iindieDsion of a 
flual termination; and by his own desire Mr. Price was 
elected to be joint pastor with him. This illness proved in 
its consequences the most important and most fortunate 
event of his life. Sir Thomas Abney invited him to try 
the efEect of change of air, at his house at Theobalds : 
thither Watts went. Intending to stay there but a single 
wedc, and there he xemidned dx and thirty years, which 
was as long as he lived. 

''Here," says his first biographer. Dr. Gibbons, *<he 
enjoyed the uninterrupted demonstrations of the truest 
ftiendship. Here, without any cares of his own, he had 
every thing which could contribute to the enjoyment of 
lift, and fkvour the unwearied punuiti of his studies. Here 
he dwelt in a family which, for |dety, order, harmony, 
and every virtue, was a house of God. Here he had the 
privilege of a country recess, the fngnuit bower, the 
spreading lawn, the flowery garden, and other advantage! 
to soothe his mind, and aid his restnndon to health ; to 
yield him, whenever he chose them, most giafeeftd intervals 
from his laborious studies, and enable him to return to 
them with redoubled vigour and delight. Had it not 
been for this happy event, he might, as to outward view, 
have feebly, it may be pidnAiUy, dngged on through many 
more years of languor and inability for public service, and 
even for profitable study ; or perhaps might have sunk into 
his grave, imdcr the overwhdming load of Infirmities, in 
the midst of his dajrs : and thus the churd) and the worid 
would haw been deprived of those many exodlent ser- 
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moo* md woriu which he drew up and pubUth«d dvaiog his 
kM^ieridenoe in thb family. In afew yean after hlaoaminff 
hithcr« Sir Thomas Abney Urn ; but his amiable consoit 
survives, who shows the Doctor the same respect and fiiend- 
ddp as before : and most hapjdly for him, and great num- 
ben beddes, (for as her riches were great, her generosity 
and munifioenoe were in fiill proportion,) her thread of lift 
was dnwn out to a great age, even beyond that of the 
Doctor's. And thus this excellent man, through her kind- 
ness, and that of her daughter, Mrs. Elisabeth Abney, who 
in a like degree esteemed and honoured him, enjoyed all 
the benefits and felicities he experienced at his first entrance 
into this family, till his days were numbered and finished, 
and, like a Aodt. of oom in its season, he ascended into the 
Rgiona of perfect and immortal life and joy." 

Thus was Mr. Watts adopted into a flunily which 
loved him for his penonal qualities, admired him for his 
genius, and revered him for his piety. On thdr side there 
was no pride of patronage, on his there was no uneasy 
fteUng of dependence. The bond between them was that 
of entire confidence and esteem; and their mutual regard 
was heightened on one part by the delight which they ex- 
perienced in Tnaking him happy, on the other, by a Aill 
and grateAil sense of thdr constant kindness. A happier 
situation for one who had made up his mind to cdibacy 
oonld not be imagined ; and such a determination in his 
case had, no doubt, been early formed, when he became 
aware, that by intemperance in his youthful studies Us 
constitution had been irretrievably Injured ; that his life 
was rendered in consequence more than ordinarily pre- 
carious, and that at best he could never hope to be any 
thing better than a valetudinarian. He was exempt from 
all the ordQnazy cares of life, and enabled at perfect leisure 
to employ himself in the way which he deemed, as it was 
RaQy, most useful, and which was most in oonfonnity as 
wdl vrith hit own inclinations as with his sense of duty. 



UV MEMOIR OF THB AUTHOR. 

Sir Thomas Almey had been brad up in dissenting inin-> 
dples. King William Icnighted him, and he served the 
office of lord mayor of London in I7OO. It is rdated of 
him as an evidence of his inety, that on what may be 
called his own day* <*he withdrew silently after supper 
from the public assembly at Guildhall, went to his own 
house, performed family wmrship thov, and then returned 
to the oampany." His first wife was the daughter of Caryl, 
whose Commentary on Job it may be deemed a most un- 
questionable proof of patience in any person to have perused. 
Sir Thomas was well stricken in years when he married, in 
the year of his maycnalty, his second wife, — the dster of 
Mr. Gunston, to whose *'dear memory," as a much-ho- 
noured ftiend. Watts had inscribed a poem. Their house 
at Theobalds adjoined the site of the palace which Buildgh 
erected for his own reaidence, and where he so often enter- 
tained Elizabeth and her court. Part of a wall was believed 
to be the only vestige remaining of that palace, where 
James received the homage of the lords of the council when 
he came to take possession of the kingdom,— and from 
whence he was carried to his grave. It was demolished by 
the long parliament, in disregard of the opinion expressed 
by their own commissioners, that it was an ''occdknt 
building, in very good repair, by no means fit to be de- 
molished;" but the materials wen valued at more than 
BfiOOL ; and in the destructive sidrit of revolutionary times, 
this was sufficient motive for its demoUtion. The garti^wMi 
in the days of its splendour were of great extent; their 
labyrinths and fountains had disappeared, and the **nlne 
knots artificially and exquisitely made, one of which was 
set forth in Ukeness of the king's arras." But there remained 
a long mosfr-walk, overshadowed by two rows of dm-tvees; 
and within a few yards of the entrance of that walk there 
stood, in Sir Thomas Abney's garden, a 8ununer>houae, 
which fifty yean after Watts's death was shown as the place 
in which he had compoaed many ;of his works. The win- 
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iaw of that tununer-bonie Uxdced to TheobaldiT park, 
over a lai^ fiah-pond, which probably had been made In 
Biiik%li'i time. Duiing Watts'! life even Stoke New- 
tngton had moie of a nxral than gubturban character; 
bat Theobalds was oomidetdy a country retirement. Lon- 
don had not travdled in that direction beyond Shoreditch 
diarch ; it now extends ikr beyond Cheihunt, on the road 
to Ware ; and the angler who should take Isaak Walton 
Car his guide, would find every thing as much altered,— 
and as little ftr the bettery>-as the hostenes who knew so 
wdl then how to dress a chub after Piscator's reodpt, and 
the milkHtnaids whoae memories were stored with such 
dioioe of good old songs. 

** Mr. Watta^s usefulness among his flock was in no de- 
gree (fiminished by his reddence at Theobalds. It was easy 
for him, when his health peimitted, to officiate in London. 
Thm was a carriage at his command, and the fiunily with 
which he was domesticated being of his own persuasion, 
were as much interested in this point as himself. If he 
was disabled by indisposition, there was no cause for un- 
easiness on that account ; his colleague, with whom he al- 
ways midntained the most uninterrupted friendship, was 
on the spot to supply his idaoe. When he was incapable of 
public labour, he reAised to receive his salary, and at all 
times a third part of his income was devoted to charitable 
uses. In this there was no sacrifice, seeing that all his 
wants were provided for ; but it was proof of a disposition 
which would have made any sacrifice from the same mo- 
tives of love towards God and his ftHow-creatures. 

Psfaaps the peculiar positian in which he was placed in- 
creaaed both the respect and the afiicctton with which his 
congre ga tion regarded him. It made him independent of 
them; and they looked upon him not In the light of a de> 
pendent, upon the wealthy fiunily with which he was do> 
mcsdcated, nor as a humble friend, but, as what in reality 
he was, one of its members, adopted into it by the special 
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friendship of one of the wealthiese and most oonndenble 
persons attached to the dissenting cause. Indeed, if Sir 
Thomas Abney appeared to them in the same light as he 
did to Mr. Watts, they must have thought him not only one 
of the best, but also one of the greatest men in the nation. 

" He had the universal respect due to goodness," says his 
eulogist, "long before he was made great : and when his 
fellow-citbens voted him into power and honour, he sur- 
veyed the province with a just reluctance, and shrunk away 
from grandeur: nor could any thing overcome his dnoere 
aven&on, but a sense of duty and hopes of public servioei 
He passed through the chief offices of the dty, and left a 
lustre upon them by the practice of lucb virtue and such 
piety as the chair of honour has seldom known. Those 
who have attended that court since the year of his magis- 
txacy search the refflsta backwards for twenty annual suc- 
cessions, and confess he has had no rivaL While he stood 
in that eminence, he surveyed the whole nation, took a 
juse view of its wants and its dangers ; and by the divine 
Uessing which his daily retirements engaged on his skle, 
he secured the nation's best interest, the ezdusbn of a 
child of Rome fhnn the throne of England, and the suc- 
cesdon of a protestant government. 

"At the appointed season he resigned with pleasure the 
flttigues of power, the tiresome hours of state, and the te- 
dious train of pomp and equipage ; but he daily fulfils the 
duties of subordinate authority, to the terror of vice, to the 
support of the good, and to the reformation of a linfttl 
land. He vindicates the poor with courage against the op- 
IBCssion of Uie mighty, and sends gay criminals to the 
place of collection. He puts the rich offender* to public 
shame, as well as the poor, and he doth it wlA a noble 
security of soul : so spotless a character fears no recrimi- 
nation. 

*' When the days of public show and procession ntura, 
he hbics himsdf often at his country seat, and makes every 
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trifling obscade a luffldent excuse for hit abience ftvm 
faonoon, tcariet and gold. But none m wftloua and oon- 
nant in their attendance on the houn of budneai ; and at 
the bonounible board there it no teat empty to iddom at 
hit. Neither gain nor diversion can tempt him atide when 
the duty of hit pott lequiret hit pretence* and the public 
weal demandt hit counsels. His health, his ease, and hit 
ertatre, are at the call of liit country; hit life Uei ready too 
Car the tame tendoe; but hit nation givei thankt to 
Ftoiddenoe, that hat not demanded the predout uaAAot." 

Tbcxe it a great want of tatte in thit highnmroln pane- 
gyric ; but it pictenti Sir Thomai Abney in the light in 
wliich the author and that fiaction of the oonununity 
which constituted hit puUlc, beheld him, without Hterally 
bdeving that the protettant tuooetrion wat established by 
him, when lord mayor of London. Hewasapenonwhose 
'*ft'yt— • supported the retpect which hit ttatkm and 
wealth obtained for him: and tome part of that retpect 
was reflected upon Mr. Watts. Mareover, the congregation 
ftlt, that in continuing his services to them as flur as his 
teMe health would permit, he conferred upon them a fk- 
vour an^ a kindness which could not be imputed to any 
motive 6f interest, or even of his own convenience, but pro- 
ceeded from his sense of duty, his seal in the dissenting 
canae, and his attachment to them: they prised them, 
therefoic, as they ought, the more highly. And they were 
proud of his growing reputation, for he wat then the best 
pnadier among the dittcntert, and one of the best of those 
times. Not that his sermons can be placed in the first, or 
even second rank of such compositions ; but they woe wdl 
adapted to the great purpose of present effect ; and they had 
all the advantages that could be given them by an im- 
pressive docation, and a manner of ddlveiy which with 
curious fdicity leemt to have been at the same time elabo- 
laitely ttudied, yet earnestly sincerew 

'* I hate," said he, ** the thoughts of making any thing 

c 
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in idigion, heavy or tucaome." In another place, he van- 
tores to aay, that periiape the modes of preaching in the 
best churches still want some degree of reformation; — 
that reformation he endeavoured to bring about in hia 
own. ** Suppose two preachers," he says, ** were desind to 
minister to the same auditory, on a day of fiuting or praise, 
and on the same subject too. One of them has all the 
beauty, fbice, and sldU of clear and calm reasoning; the 
other not only instructs wdl, but powerfiilly moves the af- 
fections with sacred oratory. Which of these two will beat 
secure the attention of the people, and guard them from 
drowsiness or wandering/ Surely, he that touches the 
heart, will fix the eyes and the ears and all the powers ; 
while he that merdy endeavours to inform the head, wiH 
find many wandering eyes, and some sleepen." 

In another sermon upon the same subtject, *' The use of 
the Passions in Religion," he exclaims, ** Does divine love 
send dreaming preachers to call dead sinners to life, — 
preachers that are content to leave their hearers asleep on 
the precipice of eternal destruction ? Have they no such 
thing as pasdon belonging to them? Havetheyno piety? 
Havethey no fear? Have they no sense of the worth of 
souls? Have they no springs of affection within them?— 
Or do they think their hearers have none ?— Or is passion ao 
vile a power that it must be aU devoted to things of flesh 
and sense, and must never be applied to things divine and 
heavenly ? Who taught any of us this laxy and drowqr 
practice ? Does God or his prophets, or Christ or his 
apostles, instruct us in this modish art of still life, this 
' lethaigy of preaching?' Did the great God ever iqipoiat 
statues for his ambassadors, to invite sinners to his 
mercy ? Words of grace written upon brass or marlde, 
would do the work almost as well !— How cold and dull 
and unaifccted with divine things, is mankind by nature I 
How cardess and indolent is a whole assembly, when the 
preacher appears like a lifdess engine, pronouncing woids 
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of kv or gnoe, when be ipealu of divine thlngi In such a 
dry. In toch a cold and fimnal nuumcr, •■ thouffh thejr 
had no bifluenoe on his own heartl When the wofds 
fiteoenpon his lips, the hearts of heaicn are freezing alao." 

In an ordination sennon he warned the aspirant student 
against the fknlt which would most easily hcMt him. 
** Do not say within youndf, how much or how desantly 
I can talk upon such a text ; but what can I «y most use- 
fully to those who hear me, tar the instruction of their 
minds, for the oonectlon of their consciences, and for the 
pcnuasion of their hearts? Be not fimd of displaying your 
learned critidsntt in dealing up the tcnns and phraiei of a 
text, when sdiolars only can be edified by them ; nor spend 
away the ptecioui moments of the congregation, in making 
than hear you explain what is clear enough before, and 
hath no need of explaining s nor in proving tliat which la 
so obvious that it needs no proof. This is little better than 
trilling with God and man. Think not, how can I make 
a sennon comet and earnest? but how I can make the 
most praAtable sennon tor my heaten:— not what fine 
things I can say, either in a way of criticism or philosophy, or 
in a way of oratory or harangue ; but what powerftd words 
I can speak to impress the consciences of those that hear 
with a serious and lasting sense of moral, divine, and 
ctemal things. Judge wisdy what to leave out, as wdl as 
what to speak. Let not your chief design be to work up a 
sheet, orto hdd out an hour, but to «ve a souL" 

In another part of the Moie exhortation, he «ys, "Get 
the substance of your sennon which you have prepared for 
the pulpit, so wrought into your head and heart, by reason 
and meditation, that yon may have it at command, and 
speak to your hcaren with ftvedmn ; not as if you were 
reading or repeating your lesson to them, but as a man 
lent to teach and persuade them to faith and holiness. De- 
liver your disoounes to the people like a man that is talking 
to them in good earnest about their most Important oon> 
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cerni, and their everlasting wdfare ;— like a mcneoger Mnt 
tram heaven, who would fain «ve rinnen fnun hell, and 
alluK aoulf to God and hapidness. Do not indulge tiiat 
lasy way of reading over your prepared paper, ae a 
schoolboy docs an oradon out of Livy or Ckxro, who has 
no concern in the things he speaks. But let aU the wanno 
est teal for God, and compasflion for perishing men, ani- 
mate your voice and countenance ; and let the people see 
and feel, as well as hear, that you are speaking to them 
about things of infinite moment, and on which your own 
eternal interest lies as wdl as theirs. 

*' If you pray and hope for the assistance of the Siriiic of 
God in every part of your works, do not resolve always to 
confine younelf predsdy to the mere words and sentences 
which you have written down in your private prepaimtkMU. 
Far be it from me to encounge a preacher to venture into 
public work without due preparation by study, and a re> 
gular composure of his discourse. We must not serve God 
with what cost us nothing. AU our wisest thoui^ts and 
cares are due to the sacred service of the temple. But 
what I mean is, that we should not impose upon oundves 
just such a number of precompoied words and lines to be 
ddivered in the hour, without daring to speak a wann sen- 
timeut that comes fiwsh upon the mind. Why may yon 
not hope for some lively turns of thought, some new pious 
sentfanents which may strike light, and heat, and life into 
the understandings and hearts of those that hear you ? In 
the seal of your ministrations, why may you not expect 
some blight and warm and pathetic fonns of argument 
and persusaion to offier themselves to your lips, tbr the more 
powerful conviction of sinners, and the encoungement and 
comfort of humble Christians ? Have you not often found 
such an enlaigement of thought, such a variety of sent!* 
ment and freedom of speech, in common conversation upon 
an important subject, beyond what you ^vere apprized of 
beforehand ? And why should you forbid yourself this na* 
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tonl adnntagt in the pulpit, and in the tavaar ot MMand 
mfaiiicnMiaBBy when also you have moce nann to hope for 
AHneairiatance?" 

Whkcftdd anpean to have followed Dr. Watts'i advice in 
thii icqpecc* and to have owed to it, in gnat measoie, hia 
estraovdttnarjr iuooch aa a preacher ; for in hia printed ier> 
mona tbcRaie none of thoaesparkiof fimcjrorllaahciof 
iaiaginadfan«noneof those honti of ontory, none of that 
doqfncnoe, tme or CiIk, with which he is known to have 
adivcned what In the dead letter evoy reader feeb to be 
poor and doll di s co ur se s . Watts himsdf preached upon 
the plan which be advised ; he wrote, it is said, and oan- 
mitasd to memory the leading ftatuies of his cursory wtp- 
mons; the rest he trusted to his extemponry power and the 
promised assistance of the Holy Spirit. But it is not likdy 
that, as in WhiteAdd's case, the better portion of Watts's 
sennons (if the cxtemponuMOUs parts were the better) has 
cvapoimted. He ptcpared them for the press as well as for 
the pulpit : much therefore of what had been introduced 
in ddivery, his own memory, we may be sure, would r^ 
tain ; and as the pmctioe of taking notes ftom a distin- 
guished preacher was at that time not unusual, it is pro- 
bable that in this way, by which so many of Owen's ser- 
mons were ptesenwd by Sir John Hartopp, hi> reooUection 
may have been assisted. 

Dr. Johnson has observed that *' his low stature, which 
vciy little CTcieedcd five feet, graced him with no advantage 
of appearance in the pulpit;** but the pulpit i> a place in 
wUkh that defoct could entirdy be supplied, and where the 
fed»lcness of his form and figure would be least perceived, 
wiiile his benign countenance, and strong eye, and ani- 
mated manner, produced their full effect. His friend. Dr. 
Gibbonsa once asked him if he did not sometimes find him- 
adf too much awed by his auditory: *'he replied, that 
wlicn such a gentleman of eminent abilities and learning 
had come into tlie assembly and taken his eye, he felt some- 
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thing like a nunnentarjr tremoor; but that he nooveicd 
himadf by Nmembering what God said to the prophet 
Joemiah, * Be not dismayed at their faces, lest I ocmfound 
thee before them.' " It was little likely that he should be 
confounded, desenredly popular as he was in his own 
sphere, and property conscious of his own power, and caie* 
fully as he had studied both the arts of compodtion and 
delivery. '* I once mentioned," says Dr. Johnson, **the 
reputation which Mr. Foster had gained by his proper de* 
livery to my friend Dr. Hawkesworth, who told me, that 
in the art of pronunciation he was fke inferior to Dr. 
Watts." The correctness of his i»onunciation, • and the 
elegance of his diction, are said to have oontiibuted greatly 
to his uncommon popularity as a preacher. It was doubt- 
less as much from feeling, as for the sake of oratorical ef- 
fect, that he always paused at the canduaon of any wdghty 
sentence ; this gave a solemnity to his words, and allowed 
time for the impression to be deeply and stran^y Axed. 

His sermons are so long, that in printing them he almoat 
always inserted a notice about the middle of each, that it 
might conveniently be divided there. What he suspected 
might be found too long for reading, he would probably 
have thought too long for preaching, if custom had not 
then exacted long measure in such discourses. '* Weare not 
called," said he, (preaching on the observance of Sunday,) 
" to draw out the duties of worship to such unreasonable 
and tiresome lengths ; nor to be so incessant and uninter- 
rupted in works of rcUgion on this day, as would ovennuch 
fatigue the spirits, and overpress animal nature. This does 

* Some ouriouB instnnces of the change to wbieh this is 
subject, appears in Dr. Watts's ** Table of proper Names, 
written very different from the Pronnuoiation ;" whereby 
it appears that Esther was in his tine pronounced BastVR ; 
Sarah, Sarey ; St. Paul's Church, PoLs's ; and Guildhall, 
Bkldhall. 
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Boc tatd to tfaeaUlIcatlaD of men, or the tumour of God; 
tat It has A ocrtain and evident tendency to pr^odloe 
fonnger pemns againit the obaenratian of the Loird'*-da.-« 
if «« render the icrvioe of it too iriuome and tedkNU." 

On the obKTvanoe of the Sabbath, Dr. Watta's opinioo 
wu reaaonable and toienuit. After showing that under 
Uie Jewldi dispensation no woilu of necessity or of mercy 
were iSnliidden on that, day, he says : " Under the Neir 
Testament we have no strict and severe lurahibitlons of 
every care and labour in the common return of the Lord's- 
day, where they do not interfen with the primary design 
of it, that is, the wonhip of God, and our best improve^ 
ment thereby. And therefore I say, when the necessary 
labours of a few on some part of the day, by providing food 
and other convenisnoes of life^ render many moec pemns 
capable of spending the day in religion, I cannot find that 
the New Testament foriiids it. I say in aomB part ttf th% 
Jjord»-dayt for I think none ought to be so constantly em- 
ployed in secular affidxs as to exclude the whole day ftom 
its proper budness, that is, religion or devotion, except In 
the eases of necessity above mentioned. I think it may be 
maintained in general, that, as whatsoever tends to destroy 
or nullify the great design of religious wonhip should be 
ondtted on the Loid's-day, so some lesser labours, which 
tend to make the performances of reUgion more easy, 
cheerful, and regular to ourselves, and to great numbers of 
others, may safidy be performed on this day without a wil- 
ful violation of it." And having premised that, as he 
would not Und new burdens on the servants of Christ, so 
neither would he release what Christ has bound, he con- 
dudes that, ** according as our constitution is more or less 
healthy, or our circumstances in the world, as servants or 
masten, as poor or rich, call us more, or less to necessary 
works on this day, so we are to employ ourselves in the af- 
fidrs of religion at such hours, and with such intervals of 
relief and refreshment, as that itoc sabbath of the Lord may 
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beaiiiiMiiii tool, Mid m^ not qwftaxfedJenatme, In- 
Moid of gitiiv it lOb We dioald aU anplof this day to 
tliedealKni and cndi appointed, to the bonour of God and 
ofor riam Savknr ; not widi peeviih zigDur and nipenthioaa 
I— notindnlflmoei of die fledi and laqr idle- 
in apattt and pafdmeSf— but with CluiBtian 
lonrdmefDridigioiit puzpoMB, aoooniinff 
toonr rapwiriw and Mttians: knoiring> tbatweareina 
■tale of gimpd Bborty, fteed fiom a ataie and qiiiit of 
boBda^e, and icgoidng in the Lord, our ddiveicr and 
Savioor." 

Thisisendvdyinaeooniwiththegcntk qdritofmode- 
nttlon and benevolence that pervades ail hii worio. John- 
son admiicd hb medmeto of opporitdon, and hia mildneai of 
censure in hb thenlogiral wibings; and obaervcs that at- 
thodflocjr was nniced with chaiity not only in his worics, 
but in his mind. Charity, hideed, in its full Christian 
sense, was one of hb fkvoorite themes. *' I find a stnuoge 
pleaanre,* he says, ** in dboouning of thb virtue, hoping 
that my very soul may be moulded into its divine likeness. 
I would always fed it inwardly wazming my heait; I 
would have it look thraugh my eyes continuaUy, and it 
should be ever ready upon my lips to soften eveiy ex pres s ion 
of my tongue: I would dress myself in it as my best rai- 
ment; I would put it on upon my faith and haft, not ao 
as entiidiy to hide them, but as an upper and more visible 
vesture, constantly to appear in among men. For our 
Chxisdan charity is to evidence our other virtues." 

So oompletdy was he oonfonned to this Christian temper, 
that even when engaged in controve n y he seems never to 
have been provoked to any angry feeling, nor tempted to an 
uncharitable one. When an opponent had assumed an 
overbearing manner cowards him, and affected a tone of 
triumph to which he was little entitled. Dr. Watts, though 
he perceived that men were too eai&y carried away by such 
assumption of superiority, and that he who places himself 
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ia tiie seat of the acomer, never fidls to And wrvile ad^ 
mimif oonld not inwail upon himidf to adopt a mmnfr 
flf writing ao oontzarf to hia awn prindplei and diipoaitlon, 
even though he might have gained I7 it a tempotsry auc-> 
ooB for the gieat truths in behalf of which he was engaged. 
He fUt himadf not only indisposed but unqualified for it. 
" David," he said, '* might better bear Saul's armour than 
he could enter into such a manner of dispute." 

It waa in this spirit of charity, and not in any loose lati- 
mdeitf opinion, that he said, *'I am persuaded there is a 
bieadth in the narrow road to Heaven, and pofsons may 
tavd more than seven abreast in it." That spirit lad him 
to dedaie his pcnuarion that heathens and savages, who 
never heard of the gospel, are not left to perish unavoidably, 
without any hopei, or any grace to trust in; but if there be 
found among them any who fiear God and work zighteous- 
ncas, they shall be accqited of Him, through an unknown 
Mediator, as Cornelius was. It led him n> entertain a cu* 
rious opinion uonoeming the souls of those who die in inHui' 
cy. The execimble notion that they are oondemned to eter- 
nal punishment for their portion of original sin, he utteriy 
rejected ; and the fancy at a Limbo, which some protestants 
had been willing to adopt from the figments of the Romish 
church, seemed to him as neither supported by Scripture, 
nor maintalnahle by reason. Rather than condemn them 
to a wretched nsurroction for the purpose of bang con- 
demned, he would have choaen to bdieve in a metempsy- 
chosis, and that the soul on its ourly sqiaration from one 
body entered into another, in which it might go through 
that state of trial on which its eternal destiny might equi- 
tably depend. But in his Judgment it was more likely, as 
more consonant with Scripture, that they underwent, in 
its strict and final sense, the penalty of temporal death de- 
nounced against all the race of Adam ; and that there was 
no re su rrection appointed for them. '* This hypothcris," 
he says, " not only absolvea the providence of God from 
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ittppoied crudtjr, but perbapi It leprewnti it •■ good and 
gndoui towardfl far the greatett part of those that are bom 
of Adam ; while thejr are not lufliaed to live and grow up 
amidst the temptadoni of thii world, and under their pre* 
sent corrupt principles of nature, but are precluded fimn 
rendering themsdves more miserable by being cut oif in ia- 
fimcy." *' The Scripture having never, in any tert that I 
can find, fbretold the resuzrecdon or judgment of the in- 
fants of sinful parents, and having pronounced the word 
death only as the penalty of Adam's sin, or their interest in 
it, and denounced the final judgment and eternal misery 
only against actual slnnen; there is abundant reason to b»« 
lieve that God has knowingly and wisdy appointed and oiv 
dained all these things, so that his providence might be 
secure fhmi all chaiges of cmdty and injustice. And per- 
haps this hypotheris, which I have here p roposed, is nothiogr 
dse but these very appointments and transactkms of God 
set in their proper scriptural Bght, to guard his providence 
fifom censure." 

The treatise In which this hypothecs was advanced con- 
tains two opinions, one of which is perhaps peculiar to Dr. 
Watts, and both are characteristic of him. Bom and brad 
a Calvinist, after the *' most strictest sect" of that penua- 
sion, it was not to be expected that be should earily resign 
for himself the high privilege of his predestination, stUl less 
that they within whose circle he was drcumscribed (who 
considered themselves, as they have seriously been called, 
to be kinga incog, upon earth) should consent to have the 
entail of their crowns cut off and take only the common lot 
of inheritance with other nten. That he and they were by 
indefSeasible election assured of salvation, was what he 
could willingly and joyftilly beUeve; but his undentand- 
ing, his tenderness for his fiellow-crBatures, and his iricty 
made hhn shrink tram what had ever been hdd as a con- 
sequent article of the same creed, that the other and fiur 
greater part of the human race were, by an equally im- 
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vocable decree, pradoomed to dn and wmth and everUudng 
puoUiment. ** Sardy*" says he, <* the Lord Jeroi would 
never be sent in flandner fin to render vengeance on thoee 
batobey not the gospel,* if there was no sufficient sal- 
TatloB provided in that gospel which commands them to 
leodveit.'' — ^"Can we think that the zightcoos Judge of 
the worid win merdy send words of grace and salvation 
amongst dieni, on purpose to make his cxcatuies so mudi 
die more ndsenible, when there i> no real grace to salvatkm 
im ^m ^inmt in those words for them who reAise to receive 
it?" " It is very hard to suppose, that when the word of 
God, hy the general commands, promises, threatenings, 
e^vcntoall men whatsoever, and olten repeated- therein, 
iqvesenta mankind as in a state of probatSon, and In the 
way towards eternal rewaids or eternal punishments, ao- 
oordlng to their behai^our in this life,—I say it is hard to 
suppose ^ this should be no real and just representation, 
but a mere amusement ! that all these proposals of mercy 
and dispiaya of the gracious dealings of God, should be an 
empty diow, vrith regard to all the miUtons of mankind, 
b^des the few that are chosen to hapirfncss 1 and that they 
should fcally be so fixed in.a wretched, hopdess, and depk>> 
rable state, under the first sin of tiie first man, that they 
are utterly ixreoovcnble from the ruins of itT 

It is eader to get into a labyrinth than to find the way 
out of H. Watts thought to solve the difficulty by re- 
jecting the doctrine of reprobation, while he retained that 
of deetion, and malntidnhig that salvation was absoLutdy 
secured for the elect, and con^tionally provided for any 
others who chose to accept it; so that aU might be saved, 
thott^ there were but few who inevitably must. His 
mind wai more remarkable for subtlety than strength J yet 
if he had not been deeply imbued with a tenet which, of all 
others, is the most flattering to thepride<tf those who think 

• 2Thes. u8,9. 
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themidves included in the duurtcr, he oould not have gup- 
poied that by such a oompRnniM he ooold '* vindicate the 
wajrs ci God to man." The way in which he treats the 
■abject, however, ihowa hii own amiable dispoeltion. and 
at the Hune time diBooveri the airiiit with which lome of 
thoae to whom he addreiMd liimaelf were poncMed. 
** The doctxine of reprobation," «yi li«, '* in the moat le- 
vere and abaolute aenae of it, itanda in auch a direct con- 
tndicdon to all our notiona of kindncM and love tDothcn, 
in whidi the blened God i> aet forth aa an example* that 
our reaion cannot tell how to receive it. Yet if It were 
never n true, and never ao plainly revealed in Soiptun, it 
could only be a doctrine which might require our humble 
aaaent, and our lilent aubmiatdon to it, with awful rever- 
ence of the majeaty and aovereignty of the great God. 
But it i> by no mcana a doctrine in which we, aa men, 
could or ihould r^oice and glory, or take pleaaure in it ; be- 
cauae it hath ao dreadAil an aapect on far the greateit pait 
of our fdlow-creatures, oonaidcred aa mere creaturei. Nor 
do I think the blesMd God would require ua ao &r to diveet 
ouredves of humanity, aa to take a lecret aatisfkction in the 
abaolute and eternal appdntment of auch numbene of our 
kindred in flceh and blood, to everlaating perdition ; much 
lev ihould we make thia awful and terrible artide a matter 
of our public boaat and triumph, e\'en if we oould prove it 
to be revealed,— but rather mourn for it. And ainoe there 
are lo many expreariona of Scripture, that give ua reaaon 
to think that Chriat lived and died in aome reapecta aa a 
common Mediator of mankind, though with a peculiar re- 
gard to the dect, methinki thia doctrine of the extenalve 
goodaeaa of God, ia a much more deairable ofdnion, and 
should be more cheerfully received by ua, aa it ia ao agreeable 
to our duty of charity to all men, and aeemaaonrreaaaiy to 
ua at preient, for vindicating the Juadoe, goodneia, and rin- 
cerity of the bleased God, in hia tranaacdona with mankind. 
When, therefore, I hear men talk of the doctrine of repro- 
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tattbii with a special gust and rdish, as a flivmirler* 
I cannot but suspect their good temper, and qucsdon 
wlietber they love their neighbour as they do themselves^" 

The xedempdon of the elect, and of those who not bdng 
praikstined to salvation had ne\-ertheless acquired it by 
didr acceptance of the oflBered grace. Dr. Watts extended to 
didr inftnts, exempting them from thM annihilatton, or 
tiansmlgnukNi, one of which, in his oidnion, would be the 
lot of the Infimts of the unrighteous. He thought it 
agieeeahle to the law of nature and creation, that they 
who by rcMon of their infkncy were utteily incapable of 
knowing either the laws of God, or the <Usooveries and pro- 
posals of his marcy, should be esteemed a part of their pa- 
vmts, or one with them, as to all the purposes of the gospel 
tfspeuatioD. ** It is not strange," he said, *'that God 
diould noake his covenant of grace so favourable and ex- 
tensive to the children of pious persons, since there is an 
evident analogy both in the kingdom of nature, and in the 
kindom of Providence : for in these it is evident, that chil- 
dna often inhaU the' gout, or the stone,— a healthy and 
robust oansdtttdon, or sickness and pidn,— poverty or 
ikfaes, — di^rraoe or honour, according to the condition and 
drcnmstanoes of their parents. And iinoe it was so con- 
stituted in the law of innooency, and the covenant of works, 
whereby all the children of men should have been esta- 
bUshed in happiness, if Adam, their father, had continued 
In his obedience, and whereby all the posterity of Adam are 
now bora in sin and misery, and involved in his fidl— why 
may we not reasonably suppose the mercy of God would 
extend as fiu as his justice ? Why may not the happiness of 
the new covenant of grace be conveyed to the infant offspring 
of those who have accepted it, which die in their infancy, 
and can have no state of trial in their own persons i" 

These opinions, though "new and peculiar," were 
meddy and diffidently advanced, as merely " probable con- 
jectures drawn from reason and Scripture, to relieve the 

D 
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dlfficttldes which seen to hang on revealed truths. " If 
the method proposed*" said he, «' Is not soffldent tat this 
ptupose, I shall rq'oioe to see better solutions of them given, 
and to behold them set in a fairor light. Where I hav« 
laboured to follow the track of reason. It hath been only in 
order to do more abundant honour to divine revdation, to 
which I entirely submit my faith and practice; and I so- 
lemnly renounce whatsoever is inconsistent with it, for that 
cannot be right reason. And let us remember alao, that if 
all our attempts of this kind should fidl, yet we may rest 
assured of this, that God ia ever wise and righteous and 
good: that all his traosactians with men, now intricate 
and repugnant soever they may seem to us, are highly oon- 
sistent in His own view, and harmonize with all His own 
perfections. We may be assured that we are sinfiil and un- 
happy creatures in ourselves ; that there is an all-sufficient 
salvation provided through Jesus Christ, the Son of God, 
and that every one shall certainly bea joyfU partaker of it, 
who follows the appointed methods of dUvine grace." 

llie condition of the souls in bliss was alkvourite subject 
of speculation with him; and his views woe so agreeable to 
Frank, the German pietist, that, at that remarltable per- 
son's instance, the two Amend discourses in memory of Sir 
John and Lady Hartopp, which Watts published under the 
tide of ** Death and Heaven, or the last Enemy con- 
quered, and separate Spirits made perfect," was translated 
at Geneva. The preacher was said, by his translator, to 
have taken * * an occasion of flying with his thoughts into 
the blessed mansions of the just, and giving not only a very 
probable and beautiful idea of the glory of a future life In 
general, but also an enumeration of the noany sorts of en- 
joyments and pleasures that are to be met with there." 

Watts thought it might be ** matter of inquiry whether 
the meanest saint among the sons of Adam had not some 
sort of privilege above any rank of angds, by being of a 
kindred nature to our gkwifled EmmanucL" But among 
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Ac aJnts diouMihrei he thought thcR matt be a gmu and 
Krai^y nuufced difierenoe of degreei. *'WboouitnppoM 
duu MoMib 'the meek* the triad al God/ who was, at it 
wen, hl> confidant on earth, has taken hla icat no neuer to 
Him. in Paiadiae than Sanuon and Jepthah, *tho« lach 
diampiou* those rude and bloody xninlrten of Pnyddenoe ?* 
or this we may beasmred, diat diere is no dull nnilionnity 
in the worid of spiiitB." He dared not assert that thers is 
no diflSercnoe be tw een souls themselves at their creation and 
ankm with the body : some oonsideratioDs would rather 
lead him to believe that real diversities of genius existed 
among them in their own nature. But ai it is certain that 
die mind of every man has its own peculiar turn and man- 
ner of thought, so is it mose than probable that the soul 
wEQ carry with it to heaven, so much of that turn and 
manner as is innocent, and can administer to its happiness, 
as in the wicked dieir evil passions will inflict on each his 
own peculiar and sdf<aused punishment. But if there were 
no diflSerenoe be t wee n spirits in their original formaticm, yet 
tibii we know, that *<God deiAgned their habitadon in flesh 
and blood, and their passsge through this orb as the means 
to ftsm and fit them for various statkms in the unkown 
worid." "The souls of men having dwdt many years in 
particular bodies, htve been influenced and habituated to 
particular turns of thought, both according to the various 
oonsdtutions of their bodies, and the more various studies 
and badnesses and occurrenoes of life." It may reasonably 
dicrefoie be imagined that they willhave "theMoie variety 
of taste and pleasuxe in that happy world above, aooording 
as they are fitted for various kinds of sacred entertainments 
in their state of preparation, and during their residence in 
flediandbUndr 
Watts seems to have said in his mind with Milton : 

What if earth 

Be bat the ehadow of heaven, and things therein 
Baeh to odier like, more than on earth is thmiffhtl 
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Bbtckmore, between whom and Milton Watts may be placed 
about half way, hai asked himself the same question ; and 
accordingly, when, In a poem worthy of its anti-illustrious 
author. Queen Elizabeth, in the body, is taken to heaven in 
a chariot by the angd Gabriel, that she 

May see the triumphs of the blest, 

and, at the same time. 

Of Aiture joys, a present earnest taste, 

one of the sights with which he entertidns her there is,— a 
review before the walls of the New Jerusalem. 

Upon a spacious field, 

By his superior port and brighter shield 

Distingnish'd, Michael drew in long array 

Heaven's bright brigades, that his commaiid obey. 

The illustrious cohorts with seraphic grace 

In loDg review before their general pass. 

Immortal youth in their bless'd faces smiled : 

How terrible their strength ! their looks how mild I 

What fatal arms each glorious warrior wears! 

How keen their ewords ! huw long and bright their spears ! 

How awful did the extended front appear I 

How dreadful was their deep unmea«arable rear ! 

The blest were thus employed ; these scenes were seen 

Before the eity, by the wondering queen. 

If Elizabeth, instead of being present in the body at this 
super-cdesdal review, had only seen it describe in such 
verses as these, she might have thought that her own camp 
at Tilbury made a far more imposing display. Watts had 
no predilections for the pomp and drcumstanoes of war ; 
and though, like Mr. Locke, he was an admirer of Sir 
Richard's epics, it would certainly have appeared to him 
something worse than absurd to represent this as one of the 
cmpkiyments of the blessed in the world of peace ! Yet the 
heaven of his imaginatfen was coloured by his earthly pur- 



MBMOIB or THS AUTHOR. XXXltt 

taiti: whether tbere were to be xeviewi then or not, then 
were to betennons* 

The ipiiiti of the good moflt, he thought, have Mxne 

gpedal drcmnitanca of MMared idouuxci, mitBd to thdr 

labonn and Btn&s while In their state of trial: "for the 

dunch oo earth it bat a tiafaiing-adiool for die churdi on 

lug^, and, as it woe, a tiring-iaam, in which we are dicaed 

in proper habits fiv our anieenuioe and our places in that 

bright iisBi mtiljr " Thus he supposed, that as Moses and 

David were both trained up in feeding flocks in the wilder- 

ne0, that tiief might feed and rule God's chosen people: 

this training in the arts of holy government on earth pre* 

pared them to be "chieft of some bl essed army, some 

Mcsed tribe in heaven." They had bodi been directon of 

the ftnns of wonhip beilow, under divine inspiration ; this 

might fit them to become "leaders of some odesdal asssm- 

bly, when a multitude of the sons of God come at stated 

irasoni to present thcmsdvcs before the thn»e." David 

had been the diief mortal man in the harmonioas woric of 

odebnuing the Creator's praise; ** miqr we not then imagine 

diat he is or shall be a master of heavenly music, before or 

after the resurrection, and teach srane of the chosen above 

to tune their harps 'to the Lamb that was dain ?" Boyle 

and Ray, pursuing the philoso]diy In which they ddighted 

on earth, contemplate there the wisdom of God in his woriis. 

Henry More and Howe continue their metaphysical re- 

seucfacs with heightened and refined powen of mind. 

Thomas Goodwin and Owen are becoming more and more 

enlightned in their theological peroepdons. Eusetdus, and 

Usher, and ttshop Burnet there have the whole history of 

the church and the ways of providence open to them. But 

tat TiUotson and Baxter,— die firrt having devoted himself 

to the culdvation of holiness, and peace, and love, and the 

second having worked hard ibr the end of controversies and 

for the oonvenion of souls,— no occupation would aeem by 

this sdicme to ha%'e been provided, if Dr. Watts had not 

D 3 
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conceived that lectures <tf divine wisdom and grace are given 
to the younger sffiAta there by those of a most exalted sta- 
tion : ** for not only is there the service of thankiglvinff 
here> and of prayer, but such entertainments as lectures and 
sermons also; and there all the worship that is paid b the 
established worship of the whole country." If some of hb 
conceptions in these discourses are of the earth, earthy, there 
are parts in which he approaches too near the Holy of Holies. 

Dr. Watts was aware— he could not indeed fkil to per- 
ceive— that he exposed himself to some reproach for sup- 
posing that the distinctions at human socie^ were. In a 
tntaln sense, continued beyond this world. " Some," said 
he, " will reprove me here, and say, what, must none but 
ministers and authors, and learned men have thdr dla- 
tinguished rewards and glories in the world of spirits? 
May not artiftcen, and traders, and pious women be fltted 
by their chaiacter and conduct on earth for peculiar stations 
and employment in heaven ? Yes, doubtless," he answers. 
But he asks, whether Deborah, who animated the armies 
of Israd, and sung their victories, is not engaged in some 
more illustrious employment among the heavenly tribes, 
than Dorcas, whose highest character is that she was tvHl 
of alms-deeds, and made coats and garments for the poor? 
and whether Dorcas is not " prepared for some greater en- 
joyments, some sweeter rdish of mercy, or some special 
taste of the Divine goodness above Rahab the hariot?" 
Diffierent, however, as may be tlie degrees of good in heaven, 
all may be perfect there, and free from every defect. 

It has been affirmed, (1 know not with what truth,) 
that Baxter, in the first edition of his Saint* s Rest, spoke 
of the Parliament al heaven, because he would not call it 
a Kingdom. Watts in\'ests his saints with r^ial dignity 
and regal powere. *' Some part of the happiness of heaven," 
he says, " is described in Scripture by crowns and thrones, 
by royalty and kingly honours: why may we not then sup- 
pose that such souls, whose sublimer graces ha^'e prepaied 
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tfacm for such di^ty and office, may ruia the natiorut 
even in a litcnl Mnae ? Why may not choae ipirita that 
have paaaed their trials in flesh and blood» and ooom off 
conqucnxs; why may they not sometimes be i^ipolnted 
vUton and supaintendents over whde provinces of in- 
tdUgcnt bdngs in lower ngkma, who are yet labouring in 
their state of probation ? Or perhaps they may be exalted 
to a presidency over inferior ranks of happy spliits, may 
shine bright amongst them as the morning star, and lead 
on their holy armies to celestial work, or worship. Hie 
Scripture itadf gives me a hint al such employme&ei in the 
angelic worid, and such preridencies over some parts of our 
worid, or of their own. Do we not read of Gabrid and 
Michael, and their management of the affiurs of Penda and 
Greeee, and Judah, in the book at Danid i And it is an 
intimation of the same hienuchy, when some superior angel 
led on a multitude at the heavenly host to ring a hymn of 
pnise at Bethldiem, when the Son of God was bom there. 
Now, if angels are thus dignified, may not human spirits 
unbodied have the same office? Our Saviour, when he 
icwards the fUthful servant that had gained ten pounds, 
bids him take authority over ten cities ; and he that had 
gained live, had live cities under his government. So that 
diis if nota mere random thought, or a wild invention of 
fiuicy, but patraniied by the Word of God." If he had 
followed up these views he might have found himsdf nearer 
Rome than Geneva. 

As might have been expected from the gentleness of Lis 
disposition, he dwells fiur less upon the terrors of a future 
state than upon the hopes which are hdd out to the right- 
eous. " The mercy-seat in heavm," he said, " Lb our surest 
and sweetest refuge in every hour of distress and darkness 
on earth."—" How little is death to be dreaded by a be- 
liever, since it will bring the soul to he fuU possession of 
itt hidden life in heaven ! It is a dark valley that di\'ides 
between this world and the next ; but it is all a region of 
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light and bleawdncn beyond it. We arc now borderen on 
tbe eternal worid, and we know but little of that invisible 
oountiy. Approachinff death opens the gates to ns* and 
begins to give our holy ctuiodty some secret salialkction ; 
and yet how we shrink backwazd, and are ready to beg and 
pray that they might be closed again ! But it b better to 
have our Chzisdan courage wrought up to a divine height* 
and to say 'Open, yeeveriastinggate8,andbeyeliftup,0 
ye inmuntal doors, that we may enter into the place where 
theKingofe^oryb!'" 

Upon the passageof the soul trotn. the visible to the in- 
visible worid, we have some curious speculadons. Afker 
iKwUdering himself in apaee, which (agreeable to the 
lovcn' wdl-known wish) he endeavonred to annihilate and 
after in Uke manner abolishing nOtstance, and saying that 
we may content oursdves with die notion and description 
of it given by the sdiools,— Stibiftiftfta eif Ensper ae eub- 
«i«ten« ef «uMan« oecuienfibtM,— he aigues, that as dOsen^ 
bodied spirits cannot exist eoflrywlMre, and do not properiy 
exist anywherei they may philosophically be said to exist 
nowhere. Whether then does the soul depart when it b 
sqwrated from the body ? and if it depart, whidier? Per- 
haps it may be ftimished with some new vehide of moic 
refined matter; periiaps it may aUde where deadi finds 
it,—4n aHywhereneMt or nowhereneea, not changing its 
place, but only its manner of thinking and acting, and its 
mode of existence, and without removal finding itself in 
heaven or bdl, according to fas consdouaness of its own 
d ese r t s . 

" I might illustrate this," he says, <* by two rimiles, and 
especially apply them to the case of holy souls departing; 

*' 1. Suppose a torch inclosed in a odl of earth, in the 
midst of ten thousand thousand torches that shone at laige 
in a spadotts amphitheatre. While it is endosed, its beams 
strike only on the walls of its own cdl, and it has no com- 
munion with those without ; but let the cdl fall down at 
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•once, and the torch that minute has Aill oanununkHi ivith 
all those ten thousand ; it shines as Aedy as they do, and 
receives and gives assistance to all of them, and Joins to 
add glory to that illustrious place. 

" 2. Or suppose a man bom and brought up in a dark 
prison, in the midst of a ftdr and populous dty : he lives 
there in a dose confinement, perhaps he enjoys there only 
the twinkling light of a lamp, with thick air and much 
ignocanoe ; though he has some distant hints and reporti of 
the surrounding city and its affidrs, yet he sees and knows 
nothing immediately, but what is done in his own priscm, 
till in some happy minute the walls iUl down ; then he 
finds himself at once in a laige and populous town, encom- 
passed with a thousand blesdngs ; with surprise he bdudds 
the king in aU his glory, and holds converse with the 
sprightly inhabitants ; he can speak thdr language, and 
finds his nature suited to such communion ; he breathes 
free air, and stands in the open light ; he shakes himself 
and exults in his own liberQr. Such is a soul infix ing in a 
moment in the separate worid of holy and happy souls, and 
before a pre se nt God, when the prison-walls of flesh fall to 
the ground." 

Watts was not one of those divines (unworthily so oaUed) 
who seem in their own dement when revelling in the do> 
scripdon of penal and sulphureous fires: yet he took no 
flattering and fUse view of human nature, for he saw, and 
Mt, and knew that it was corrupted and fallen. Some, he 
aud, imagined, that his retirement Aom the world, and 
dwdling among his own solitary thoughts and old authors, 
had led him into mdancholy and dismal apprehensions of 
mankind ; but, on the contrary, he declared that it was his 
free and public converse with the world in earlier life, which 
had given him his just and distressful views of his fdlow- 
creatures. With old authors, indeed, he had no very ex> 
tensive acquaintance. He could call to mind no better one 
than Eusebius, to enumerate among his spiritiud peers in 
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the kingdom of heaven. But from lome of thow widi 
which he wai oonvcnant, he adopted the dreidfal notiain» 
that meatuTCs nuu'a offienoes hy the ImmaMmable power 
of the AUnlflrhtjr, and aggmvafeei diem in propordan at that 
if great. Eternal punishment, he iayi»wouM not lo plainly 
and evidendy seem just and reasonable, "unleH upon a 
suppodtion that all oflenoes committed against the infinite 
majesty of God* have a sort of infinite demerit in them 1 
and the oAenoe partaking thus of infiniQr^ tlie punishment 
must therefore be ebernaL" Tet when he dedared his be* 
lief In this doctrine, he proclaimed that ** wliosoever dn* 
oerdy ca nfcs s es and rqwnts of sin, and trusts in the all- 
sufl&dent atonementand sacrifice of Chxist, to remove the 
guilt of it, has abundant assujsnee tnm. Scripture diat the 
Uood of Christ wOl cleanse him from all sin, and diat the 
Son of God has been, and wUl be his High-priest to recon- 
cile him to God the Father." 

There is however a renurkable passage in the preface to the 
second volume of hii Discourses on the Worid to ComeN- 
<* Were he," he said, ** to pursue his inquiries into the doc* 
trine of eternal punishment, merdy by the aids of tiie light 
of nature and reason, he feared that his natural tenderness 
might waxp him aride fiom the rules and the demands of 
strict Justice, and the wise and holy government of the great 
God. But he was constrained to fdUow the unerring word 
of God, wherein the everlasting punishment of sinners la 
hdl is asserted in the plainest and strongest manner, and 
that by all the methods of expresrion whidi are used la 
Scripture to signify an everlasting oonttaiuance. 

*' 1 must confeM here," he adds, «if it were possihle tat 
the great and blessed God any other way to vindicate his 
own eternal and unchangeable hatred of sin, the inflodble 
Justice of his government, the wisdom ci his severe threat- 
enlngs, and the veradty of his predirtJons,— 4f it were also 
posrible tar him, without this terrible execution, to vindi- 
cate the veradty, sincerity, and wisdom of the prophets and 



MKMOIB or TUK AUTHOB. XXXix 

mantel, and of Jenu Christ his Son, the giouest and 
ddefett of hSs divine mcsMngen; and then» if the UesMd 
God sboold at any time in a consistenoe with his glorioos 
and inoamprebenaiMe pcrfectioos, rdease those wictehed 
oeafenxes ttam their acute pains and long imprisonment In 
hdl, cither with a design of the utter destruction of their 
hdngs by annihilation, or to put them into some unknown 
woiid upon a new foot of trial, I on^t dieorfully and Joy- 
fully toacoeptthisappointmentof God fin- the good of mil- 
lions of my fellow-creatures, and add my joys and pnises 
toall the songs and triumphs of the heavenly worid. In the 
day of such adivine and glorious release of these prisonerb 
** But I feel myself under a neoeirity of oonfcsring, that 
I am utteriy unable to solve these difficulties acooidlng to 
the dboovcries of the New Testament, which must be my 
constant rule of fidth, and hope, and expectation, with re- 
gard to mysdf and others. I ha\e read the strangest and 
best writenon theotherride; yet, after all my studies, I 
have not been able to find any way how these difficulties 
may be remoi ed, and how the divine peifcctions, and the 
conduct of God in his word, may be fidrty vindicated, 
without the establishment of this doctrine, awAil and 
fixmidable as it is. 

** The ways, indeed, of the great God, and Ms thoughts, 
are above our thoughts and our ways, as the heavens are 
above Ote earth, Tet I must rest and acquiesce where our 
Laid Jesus Christ, the Fathei's chief Minister hatb of his 
wnth and his love, has left me in die divine revdatiens of 
Sd^pture; and I am oonstndned therefore to leave these 
vatbteppf creatures under thediainsqfeverkutifigdai^mess, 
into which they have cast themselves by tiieir wUAilinlqui- 
ties-till the blessed God shall see fit to release them. 

"This would be Indeed such a new, such an astooisbing 
and universal jubilee, both tat devils and wicked men, as 
most fill heaven, earth, and hdl with halldv^jahs and joy. 
In the nwMil^nw it Is my ardent wish, that the awAal 
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senM of the terronaf the Almighty, and his e\-erlasting 
anger, which the wotd of the great God denounces, may 
awaken some aools timely to bethink them8el\'e8 of the 
dicadful danger into which they are running, before those 
terron leixe than at death, and b«gin to be executed upon 
them without rdease and without hope." 

This is a most cuxious passage. While on the one hand 
it expresses, in the strongest and most unequivocal terms, 
that the writer beUeved the doctrine of etenal punishment, 
because he found it plainly w his understanding declared 
in ScriptOR, it implies on die other, as obviously as wonls 
can imply a meaning, an opinion that the Almighty has 
some secret and mitigating decree oft mmte reportum, 
and that Watts himself agreed, in his latent belief, with 
Origen and the Universalists. 

But there is another point, and of the highest importance 
on which Dr. Watts has been supposed to have modified or 
changed his creed. I know not on w>ftt authoiiQr the 
story rests, that an Unitarian lady, once in conversation 
with Johnson, claimed Dr. Watts as a convert to her sect, 
and said, that although he had defended the Trinitarian 
doctrine in his works, he opened his eyes at his death. 
*' Did he, madam l" Johnson is said to have replied ; 
" then the first thing he saw was the devil." The speech 
is such as Johnson might have let fly on such an occasion, 
the more readily because he did not bdieve the assertion 
that provoked it He has pitdsed Watts as bdng ** pure 
from all the heresies of an age to which every opinion had 
become a fkvourite that the universal chureh has hitherto 
detested." This was peculiariy the case with the dissenters. 
Thus their own recent historians say, that during this 
period error was the destroying angd of dissenting con- 
gregations ; and they trace the cause to their acadenties, 
■aying. It is by the principles of religion which a tutor in- 
stils Into his students, that they become a blessing or a 
curse to the human race ; assassins of souls, or instruments 
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of salvadon.- AnninUmism, they saj, was the Ant stage 
of the diaeaae, Aziankm the second; and ** when it filled 
the pulpit it invaxiably emptkd the pews. Thb was the 
case, not only where a part of the oragregadon, alarmed 
by the sound of heresy, fled from the polluted house to a 
separate society ; but where no opposition was made, and 
aU remained without a murmur in the original place. In 
numerous instances the preacher, fuU of the wisdom of the 
Mipcot, sought, by hiding the monster from their view, to 
dmw them over by stealth to the new theology, and nn- 
vdled his sentiments only as the people were able to bear 
them without a ftown. lliough at last hia wishes wen 
crowned with success, yet the decay b^gan, and giaduaUy 
consumed the growth, the strength, and the life of the 
sodety, till a large congregation was reduced to a handfuL 
Where Socinianism found an entrance, its operations were 
qidcker than those of the Arian creed, and more effiectual : 
flourishing sodeties were reduced to a few families, which, 
bdng animated with seal for the new ofdnions, or in> 
Afferent about any, chose to continue to support the mode 
of worship to which, tram education or use, they were 
attached. In many places Sodnlanlsm was the abomina- 
don of desolation, and conngned what had been formerly 
the house of inrayer and of the assemblies of the sidnts, an 
undisturbed abode to the spiden and the bats." 

Watts had inherited a laiige share of the original tempta- 
tion,— that inward and spiritual temptation whereby man 
is incited to pluck the forbidden firuit. He approached too 
near the veil ; and confiding in his own natural and culti- 
vated acuteness, endeavonrel, sometimes strictly, to define 
what the iscriptures have left indefinite, as if he were pos- 
sessed of an intellectual prism with which he could de- 
compose the Light of Light There were times when he 
was conscious of this. Upon puMishing some sermons, 
many yean after they were written, in which he had ex- 
patiated on the nature of the Trinity, he confessed in a 
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note that thcM were *' warmer efEorts of Inm g l n a don than 
riper yean oonld indulge, on a theme m> lubUme and ab- 
■truse. Since 1 have searched more studioualy/' he laye* 
*• into the mystery of late, I have learned more of my own 
ignorance; eo that when I ipeak of these unsearchable!, I 
abate much ci my younger asiuxanoe, nor do my later 
thoughts voiture so ikr into the paiticular modes of ex- 
plaining the sacred distinctions in the Godhead." 

Tet he continued to search into the unsearchable. In 
the prefkoe to the second part of his Dissertation on this 
awful subject, he says, ** Perhaps it may be charged upon 
me, that I have not, in these Dissertations, exactly oonflned 
myself, in every punctilio, to the same sentiments which I 
had published scnne years ago, witii relation to the doctrine 
of the Trinity ; and particulariy, that though I continue 
to maintain the supreme Ddty of the Son and Spirit, yet 
that I have described the doctrine of thdr personality in 
stronger and more unlimited terms heretofora than I have 
done in these papers. Here let me give one general answer. 
When I apply myself with diligence to make further in- 
quiries into the great doctrines of the Gospel, I would never 
make my own former ojdnions the standard of truth, and 
the rule by which to determine my future judgment. My 
work is always to lay the Bible before me, to ocmsult that 
sacred and infallible guide, and to square and Mijust all my 
sentiments by that certain and unerring rule. It is to the 
supreme Judge ci controversies that I pay an unreserved 
lubmisrion, and would derire all further light fVom thb 
fbuntain. I thank God that I have learned to retract my 
former sentiments and change them, when, upon stricter 
search and review, they appear less agreeable to the divine 
standard of faith. Though a sentence or two from any 
man's former writings may be able, perhaps, to amfkont 
his later thoughts, yet that is not sufficient to refute 
them. All that it will prove is this, that that man keeps 
his mind ever open to conviction, and that he is willing 
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and desAiou9 to chjuige a darkar foradctrer idea. It wQl 
only declare to the world that he can part with a mistake 
fSor the hope of truth, that he dares oonftss himself a falli- 
Hc creaturej and that his knowledge is capable of improve- 
ment.'* 

It cannot he doubted that Watts's intellectual bias in- 
clined him toward the movement partjr : happily his natu- 
ral piety and his deep sense of devodon withhdd him from 
falling into thdr march of error. He left some pieces on 
the Trinitarian controversy, which the editors of his worlu 
aid, *< it was not judged necessary to publish." But any 
suspicion as to the main articles of his faith, which such a 
suppression might otherwise seem to warrant, is entirely 
precluded by their publishing his '< Solemn Address to the 
great and ever-blessed God," on a review of what he had 
written upon the subject. It was designed for a preface to 
those iHeoes. If the limits of this Biographical Essay per- 
mitted, thewholeof this extraordinary and most passionate 
supfdication should be inserted here. The substance might 
be compressed into these words, ' Lord I believe, help thou 
mine unbelief !' but in none of his other compositions has 
Watts written with such eloquence, such fulness of feeling, 
such agony of mind* As he had before done concerning 
eternal torments, he says and unsays, affirms and qualifies 
his affirmaUons; but that was a subject on which he 
speculated as one who felt that he had no personal in- 
terest in the question : here he is conscious of temptation, 
and ^iprehensive of sin. He declares his implicit submis- 
don to the Scriptures, yet complains that there should be 
anything in them which has not been revealed so as to be 
within reach of his capacity,— any mysteries which remain 
mjrsterious to him ! Then again he entreats God to preserve 
himfnnn the danger into which he runs who pursues such 
inqniiies, and prays that he may *' never be so unhappy as to 
onglflrify his Father, his Saviour, or his Sanctificr," in any 
of his sentiments or expressions ooncemingthem. Finally, 
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he appeals to the divine promiaes, and throws himadf upon 
the divine meicy In this concludon : 

*' Kessed and fidlhful God, hast thou not pnnnised that 
the meek thou wilt gidde in judgment, the meek thou wilt 
teach thy way ? Hast thou not taught us hy Isaiah thy 
prophet, that thou wilt bring the blind by a way which they 
know not, and wilt lead them in paths which they have not 
known ? Hast thou not informed us by thy prophet Hosea, 
that if we follow on to know the Lord, then we shall know 
him ? Hath not thy Son, our Saviour, assured us, that 
our heavenly Father will give his Holy Spirit to them who 
ask him ? And is he not appointed to guide us into aU 
truth ? Have I not sought the gradous guidance of thy 
good Spirit condnually ? Am 1 not truly sensible of my 
own darkness and weakness, my dangerous prejudices on 
every dde, and my utto* insuificieucy for my own conduct i 
Wilt thou leave such a poor creature, bewildered among a 
thousand perplexities, which are raised by the various 
ofdnions and contrivances of men, to explain thy divine 
truth? 

** Hdp me, heavenly Father, for I am quite tired and 
weary of these human Vxplainings, so various and unoer* 
tain. When wilt thou e^lain it to me thyself, O my God, 
by the secret and certain dictates of thy Spirit, according to 
the intimation of thy word ? Nor let any pride of reason, 
nor any affectaticm of novelty, nor any criminal Mas what- 
soever, turn my heart aside tram hearkening to these divine 
dictates of thy word and thy Spirit. Suffer not any of my 
nadve corruptions, nor the vanity of my imagination, to 
cast a mist over my eyes while I am searching after the 
knowledge of thy mind and will, for my eternal salvation. 
*< I entreat, O most merciful Father, that thou wilt not 
suffer the remnant of my short life to be wasted in such ' 
endless wanderings in quest of thee and thy Son Jesus, as 
a great part of my past days have been ; but let my sincere 
endeavours to know thee, in all the ways whereby dtou 
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httt dboovawd thyadf in thy word* be crowned with luch 
raoooB thatf my aoul tieing establiihcd in every needlvl 
truth by thy Holy Sinzit, I may ipend my lemaining lift 
aooording to the rules of thy goepd, and nuty, with all the 
holy and happy creation, awaibe glory and honour, wiadom 
and power, to thee who sltteBt uptni the throne, and to the 
Lamb for ever and ever !" 

It cannot be supposed that the disquisitions to which 
tins address was to have been prefixed could contain an 
avowal cf Sodnian or Aiian opinionSi Sodnianism he 
knew to be utterly untenable by any who take the Scrip- 
tures for their rule of faith ; upon this his judgment has 
been frequently and cogently given : there is not the 
slightest indication in any of his worlcs of a tendency to- 
ward Arianism, and both are distinctly dischdmed in this 
memoxable exposition of his own state of mind. His com- 
plaint was not that he could not bdieve all that b revealed, 
but that revelation had not extended further, and enabled 
him to comprehend the incomprehensible. Happy had it 
been for him, if he, who humbled his mind to the com- 
position of songs and spdling-books for children, had ap- 
plied to his own case our Saviour's words, and in this in- 
stance become as a little child himself I Happy had it been, 
because, during the whole coune of his innocent, and 
otherwise most peaceful life, he seems never to have been 
awBiiied by any other temptation than this of the intellect, 
never to have been beset with any other troubles than 
those in which his own subtlety entangled him. 

These, however, are the doubts which he *' subdued, not 
in a martial posture, but upon his kneees;" in his own 
sense of insecurity and danger, in his struggles agidnst 
temptation, in his trouble and agony of mind, the mis- 
chief ended. The cloud and the darkness came over him, 
the deep waters seemed rising to overwhelm him, but 
he dung to the Kock of his salvation, and ** blessed Ciod 
who had not suffered him to abandon the gospd of his Son 
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Jesus, and blessed the Holy Spirit who had kept him at- 
tentive to the truth dlsclowd in that GospeL" His theolo- 
gical woilu are all designed to enforce and vindicate that 
truth ; and what he has recorded of the distress in which 
he involved himself, by his desire of becoming wise beyond 
what is writt e n, may well deter others from coveting to 
taste of the fruit of the forbidden tree. 

If Watts had flourished in the ages of the schoolmen, 
acute as he was, the appdlation which his disciples would 
have devised to honour his name would have been derived 
rather from his piety and benevolence, his love of God and 
man, than from his metaphysical speculations ; for even 
in those days it was by his virtues, by the Christian spirit 
which animated him, that this devout and amiable man 
would have been peculiarly characterised. He lived in 
better dmes, and was as fortunate in his station as in the 
age in which his lot was cast. In his own drde he en- 
joyed the highest reputation. The universities of Edin. 
buigh and Aberdeen spontaneously conferred on him the 
degree ai Doctor in Divinity ; and Johnson has justiy ob- 
served that *' academical honours would have more value if 
they were always bestowed with equal judgment." No 
dicumstance, either public or private, tended to provoke 
in him any angry or acrimonious feelings. Strongly as he 
was attached to the general principle of nonconformity, 
there was no bitterness in his dissent ; he lived not only in 
charity with all men, but on terms of good wiU and friend- 
ship with some of the most eminent of the deigy. AD 
parties agreed in rendering justice to the benignity of his 
disposition, the usefulness of his labours, and the purity of 
his life. 

It was from motives of gratitude towards Sir Thomas and 
Lady Abney that he first engaged in the humbler parts of 
education. His Art of Reading and Writing English was 
dedicated to their daughters, for whose use it was originally 
drawn up, at a time when, being capable of mxae public 
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waric* he thoncrht hbnsdf bound to make his bat ao- 
knowledigiiieiit of the tmoomiium generadty and klndnew 
which invited him into that fiuniljr : thia could be done, 
he eaid, in no way more gxatefiil to them, nor more idea»> 
ing to hinuelf, than by ofiiering his assistance in the edu- 
cation of thdr children, then in their youngett yeaze. The 
sense of a higher duty induced him to compoee his Cate- 
chisms for their use, one for children of three or four years 
did, and a seoond ftnr those of seven or eight, both intended 
as prepaimtCHj for the Assembly's shorter Catechism. " I 
wdl know," said he, " tliat some ci my particular Mends 
imagine my time is emidoyed in too mean a service while 1 
write for babes ; but I content mysdf with this thought, 
that nothing is too mean for a servant of Christ to engage 
in if he can thereby most effectually jiromote the kingdom 
of his blessed Maker. Perhaps it is not proper for me to say, 
and the world will hardly bdieve, what pains have been 
taken in composing these Catechisms, with what care I 
have endeavoured to select the most easy and necessary 
parti of our religion, in order to propose them to the me- 
mory of dilldren according to thdr ages ; what laborious 
dUigenoe has been usedto seek outaU the plainest and most 
familiar forms of speech, that the great things of God and 
the mysteries of the gospd might be brought down to the 
capacities of children. It is not for me to say how many 
honn and days and weeks have been spent in revising and 
rramining every word and expression, that, if posrible, 
nothing might be inserted which might give just occasion of 
offmoe to pious persons and fiunilies; that nothing might be 
left out which was nec e s sa ry for children to know in that 
tender age ; and that no word, phrase, or sentiment, if pos- 
sible, might be admitted, which could not be brought in 
some measure within the reach of a child's understanding." 
He accompanied this with what he called ** A Presen-a- 
dve from the Sins and FoDies of Childhood and Youth," 
nr a brief account of the vices and frailties to ^ich child- 
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hood and youth are liable, and of which thejr should be 
warned early ; with arguments against them taken fttnn 
reason and Scripture. This was drawn up in the way of 
question and answ^ but It was not called a catechism, 
because he proposed it not to be learnt by heart, but to be 
flrequently read and inculcated. He composed also cate- 
chisms oi scriptural names, and of the more impintant 
transactions recorded in the ttble, and. In the same lionn, 
what he entitled <* A Short View d the whole Scftpture 
History," but which is in reality, as any such view must 
be, of oonsldentble length. His love of children made him 
ddight in employing himself for their instruction and 
amusement. He composed rhyming lines for copy-books, 
containing moral instruction, and beginning with every 
letter of the alphabet ; copies, composed of short letters, for 
teaching to write even ; and others, each line of which 
contidned all the twenty-four letters. One stanza in hit 
Art of Reading and Wridng enumerates the twelve signs 
of the zodiac ; and there are two others, in one of which 
the planets are described in their order according to the 
vulgar philosophy, which still, it seems, in his time, made 
the earth its centre ; in the other the true system isexpressed. 
Dr. Johnson says, ** he could not praise his poetry itself 
highly, but he could praise its design;"— and ** this praise 
the general interest of mankind requires to be given to 
writers who please and do not corrupt, who instruct and 
do not decoy." No compositions of the kind have obtained 
such extensive use as his Hjrmns and Songs for Children. 
Doddridge relates, in a letter to him, an in^tj^inf of the ef- 
fect they produced, and the affiectiouate reverence with 
which his name was in consequence regarded. *' I was 
preaching," he says, '* to a laige assembly of plain country 
people, at a village, when after a sermon Arom Hebrews vL 
12, we sang one of your hymns, (which, if 1 remember 
right, was the 140th of the second book,) and in that part 
of the worship I had the satisfaction to observe tears in the 
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eya of several of the people : after the senrice waa over, 
some of them told me that they were not able to ring, so 
deeply were their minds affected ; and the derk in par- 
ticular said be could hardly utter the words as he gave 
them out." The hyum, indeed, was liltely to have this ef- 
fect upon an assembly whose minds were under the imme- 
diate impression produced by a pathetic preacher ; and it is 
one of the advantages of devotional ringing that they who 
bear a part in it affect themselves. 

Give me the wingv of faith to rise 

Within the reil, and see 
The saints abore, how great their Joys, 

And bright their glories be. 

Once they were monming here below. 

And wet their oouch with tears ; 
They wrestled hard, as we do now, 

With sins, and doubts, and fears. 

I ask them whence their rictory enme ? 

They with united breath 
Ascribe their conquest to the Lamb, 

Their triumph to his death. 

They mark'd the footsteps that he trod, 

(His seal inspired their breast,) 
And, following their incarnate God, 

Possess the promised rest. 

Our glorious Leader claims our praise. 

For him our pattern given. 
While the long cloud of witnesses 

Show the same path to Heaven. 

"They were most of them," Doddridge continues, 
" poor people, who work for their living ; yet on the men- 
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tion of your luunt, I found that they had read aeveral of 
your books with deU^ht ; and that your Pnlmi and 
Hymni were aUnost their daily entertainment. And when 
one of the company said, ' What if Dr. Watts should 
oome down to Northampton ?' another replied, with re* 
markable warmth, * The very right of him would be as 
good as an ordinance to me P I mention the matter just 
as it occurred, and am persuaded that it is only a faxniliar 
and natural specimen of what often talces place amongst a 
multitude of Christians who never saw your face." 

" I have been in pain," says Colond Gardiner in a letter 
to Doddridge, "lest that excdlent person (Dr. Watts) 
should be called to heaven before I had an oppnrcunity to 
let him know how much his wosks have been blessed in 
me, and of course to return him my hearty thanks ; for 
though it is owing to the operation of the Blessed Spirit 
that anything works eflfixtually upon our hearts, yet if we 
are not thankful to the instrument which God is pleased to 
make use of, which we do see, how shall we be thankful to 
the Almighty whom we haxe not seen ? Well am I ac- 
quainted with his works, especially with his Psalms, 
Hymns, and Lyrics. How often, by ringing some of them 
when by mysdf , on horseback and elsewhere, has the evil 
spirit been made to flee away. 

Whene'er my heart in tvne was fonnd, 
L'ke David's harp of solemn sound." 

From such testimonies to the effect of his poems Watts 
must have recdved more heartfdt satisfaction than the 
highest degree of critical approbation and popular applause 
could have communicated to a ndnd like his. 

Dr. Johnson, in what he says of him and his poems, has 
been equally mistaken concerning the species of poetry, and 
the characteristics of the author. He thought that the 
Arst attempt to employ .the ornaments of romance in the 
decoration of religion was made by Mr. Boyle's Martyrdom 
of Theodora. This is not remarkable, because if he had 
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been u oonvenuit with the stores of our eariier poetiy m 
he WM with almost any other department of general litera- 
turct he would not have oommenoed his oolleodon of the 
Biidsh Poets (the Ant of its khid) with Cowley. But 
when he asserts that devotional poetry is unsatisfactory, 
because the paucity of its topics enfonxs perpetual repe- 
tition, and the sanctity of the matter rqects the ornaments 
of figurative diction, it seems as if he had talcen a most 
contracted and short-sighted view of the subject, and as if 
he had forgotten that of aU poetry insiriied poetry is tlw 
meat figurative. 

He says of Watts himself, in bis poetical character, that 
bis judgment was clear, and that he noted beauties and 
Ibnlti with very nice discernment. Where was this judg- 
ment and this nice discernment when he professed his ad- 
miration of Sir Richard Blackmore, and went for an 
xTMwipi^ of English heroic verse in his Grammar, to that 
knighfs **excdlent poem, called King Arthur''? But to 
this praise of Dr. Watts every reader will assent, that his 
thoughts are always religiously pure ; '* that he is at least 
one of the few poets with whom youth and ignoranoe may 
be safdy pleased :** ** that happy will that reader be whose 
mind is disposed, by his verw or his prose, to oavf his be- 
nevolence to man, and his reverence to God :" that '* if he 
stood not in tiie first class of genius, he compensated this 
defect by a ready application (rf his powers to the promotion 
of piety ;" and that ** to those all human eulogies are vain, 
whom we believe applauded by angeb and numbered with 
the just." 

Feeble as Dr. Watts always was in body, and much as 
he had suffered from illness, he attained to a good old age. 
The conduct of some very near relations embittered his 
latter days, and for a while he seemed, being at the time in 
a stateof extreme weakness, stupified by it to such a degree 
as hardly to take notice of anything about him. The 
worst part of tUs behaviour, which one of Doddridge's 
friends characterises as ** most marvellous, infamous. 
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enormous wickedncM," was concealed from him. " Lady 
Abney," «ays the writer, ** keeps him in peaceftU igno- 
ance, and his enenues at a becoming distance; so that in 
the midst of this crod persecution he lives comfortably ; 
and when a friend aska him how he does, answers, ' Wait- 
ing God's leave to die.' " It was in this stage of his decay 
that he mer.tioned the observation of an aged minister, 
how •* the most learned and knowing Christians, when 
they come to die, have only the same plain promises of the 
gospel for thdr support as the common and unlearned; 
and so,'* said he, " I find it. Itis the plain promises of the 
gospel that are my support; and I bless God that they are 
plain promises, that do not require much labour and pains 
to understand them ; for I can do nothing now but look 
into my ffible for some promise to support me, and live 
upon that." 

In this patient and peaceful state of mind, on the 26th of 
Nov. 1743, and In the 76th year of his age, he departed 
'* in suK and certahi hope." His body was deposited In the 
burial-ground of Bunhill-fields. His pupil. Sir John Har- 
topp, and his true friend. Lady Abney, under whose roof 
he had partaken of all the comftorts of affluence for rix and 
thirty years, erected a handsome tomb over his grave ; the 
epitaph he had composed himself, in these humble words :— 

ISAAC WATTS, D.D. 

Pastor of a Church of Christ in London, 

successor to 

THB RBV. JOSBPR CARYL, DR. JOHW OWBK, MR. DAVID 
CLARKSON, AND DR. ISAAC CHAUMCT ; 

after fifty years of feeble labours in the gospel, 

interrupted by four years of tiresome sickness, 

was at last dismissed to his rest. 

In uno Jetu omnia. 

3 Cor. ▼. 8. Absent from the body and present with the Lord. 

Col. iii. 4. When Christ who is my life shall appear, then 

shall I also appear with him in glory. 
Keswick. R. Souths v. 
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It has Iwen a long complaint of the virtuous and refined 
urorid, that poesy, whose original is divine, should be en- 
slaved to vice and profaneness; that an art Inspired fiom 
heaven, should have so far kwt the memory of its birth- 
place as to be engaged in the interests of helL How un- 
happily is it perverted fhim its most glorious design ! How 
basdy has it been driven away fiom its proper station in the 
temple of God, and abused to much dishonour ! The ini- 
quity of men has constrained it to serve thdr vilest pur- 
poses, while the sons of piety mourn the sacrilege and the 
shame. 

The eldest song which history has brought down to our 
ears was a noble act of worship paid to the God of Israel, 
when his 'right hand became glorious in power; when 
thy right hand, O Lord, dashed in pieces the enemy : the 
chariots of Pharaoh and his hosts were cast into the Red 
Sea; thou didst blow with thy wind, the deep covered 
them, and diey sank like lead in the mighty waters,' 
JEsod. XV. This art was maintained sacred through the 
following ages of the church, and employed by kings and 
prophets, by David, Soknnon, and Isaiah, in describing the 
nature and the glories of God, and in conveying grace or 
vengeance to the hearts of men. By this method they 
brought so much of heaven down to this lower world as 
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the darimea of that dltpenntion would admit: and now 
and then a divine and poetic rapture Ufted their mkiIb fu 
above the Icvd of that economy of shadows, bore them 
away far into a brighter region, and gave them a glimpse 
of evangelic day. The life ot angds was harmoniously 
breathed into the children of Adam, and thdr minds ndsed 
near to heaven in mdody and devotion atono& 

In the younger days of Heathenism the muses were de- 
voted to the same service : the language in which old Hedod 
addresses them is this : 

Pierian Mnaes, Aun'd for heavenly lays. 
Descend, find sing the God your Father's praise. 

And he pursues the subject in ten pious lines, wlilch I 
could not forbear to transcribe if the aspect and sound of so 
much Gredc were not terrifying toanlce reader. 

But some of the latter poets of the Pagan world have 
debased this divine gift ; and many of the writen of the 
first rank, in this our age of national Christians, have, Co 
their eternal shame, surpassed the vilest of the Gentiles. 
They have not only (Usrobed rdiglon of all the ornaments 
of verse, but have employed their pens in ]rious mi^ 
chief, to deform her native beauty, and defile her honours. 
They have exposed her most sacied ehaiacter to dioUcry, 
and dressed her up in a most vile and ridiculous disguise, 
for the scorn of the ruder herd of mankind. The vices have 
been painted like so many goddesses, the charms of wit 
have been added to debauchery, and the temptation 
heightened where nature needs the s tpun ges t restnUintsL 
With sweetness of sound and ddicacy of expression they 
have given a rdish to blasphemies of the hanhest kind 
and when they rant at their Maker in sonorous numben, 
they fkncy themselves to have acted the hero well. 

Thus almost in vain have the throne and the pulpit cried 
reformation, while the stage and licentious poems havt 
waged open war with the idous design of chureh and state. 
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The pran hai ipnad the polnn flur* and tntterad wide the 

mortid Infection: unthfaiklng youth have been enticed to 

dn beyond the vidoua pzopenfitiei of nature, plunged 

early into Aaeaaei and death, and lunk down todamnatlon 

in mnltitttdca. Was it tothk that poeqr was endued with 

aUthoae aUuicmcnti that lead the mind away in a plearing 

eupdvitfi Was itfiir this the was ftirniihed with n many 

intdkctnal charma, that the might aeduoe the heart from 

God, the otiginal beauty, and the moet lovely of belngi i 

Can leverbeperroadedtfaatthoieiweetandrwbtWifowea 

of metaphor, wit, sound, and munber, were given with 

this design, that they should be all ranged under the banner 

of the great malicious spirit, to invade the rights of heaven, 

and to bring swift and everlasting destruction upon men t 

How will these allies of the nether-world, the lewd and 

prafime vendflers, stand aghast before the great Judge, 

when the blood of many souls, whom they never saw, shall 

be laid to the charge of their writings, and be dreadfully 

requited at their hands t The reverend Mr. Collier has set 

this awful scene before them in just and flaming colours. 

If the application were not too rude and uncivil, that noble 

stania of my Lord Roscommon, on Psalm cxlviiL might 

be addressed to them : 

Ye dragons, whose contagious, breath 

Peoples the dark retreats of death, 

Change your dire hissings into heavenly songK, 

And praise your Maker with yunr forked tongues. 

This profiuiation and debasement of so divine an art has 
tempted scnne weaker Christians to imagine that poetry and 
vice are naturally akin ; or at least that verse is fit only 
Co reoummend trifles, and entertain our looser hours, but is 
too lifl^t and trivial a method to ti«at anything that is se- 
rious and sacred. They submit, indeed, to use it in divine 
psalmody, but they love the driest translation of the Psalms 
best. They submit, indeed, to a dull hynm or two at 
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church, in feones of equal duhien; but Mffl they persuade 
ehemidva and their children that the beaudes of poesj aw 
vain and dangerous. All that arises a dogree above Mr. 
Stemhold is too airjr for worship, and hanHy escapes the 
sentence of unclean and abominable. "lis strange;, that per- 
sons that have the Bible in thcdr hands should be led away 
by thoughtless innejudioes to so wild and rash an opinion. 
Let me entreat them not to indulge this sour, this censo- 
rious humour too fu, lest the sacrad writers fall under the 
lash of thdr unlimited and unguarded reproaches. Let 
me entreat them to look Into their ffibles, and remember 
the style and way of writing that is used by the andent 
prophets. Have they forgot, or were they never told, that 
many parts of the Old Testament are Hebrew verse ? 
and the figures are stronger, and the metaphors balder, 
and the images more surprising and stnuige than ever 
were read in any profkne writer. When Deborah sings 
her praises to the God of Israd, while he marched fifom 
the field of Edam, she sets the * earth a trembling, the 
heavens drop, and the mountains dissolve from before 
the Lord. They fought from heaven, the star* in their 
courses fought against Sisera : when the river of Kislum 
swept them away, that ancient river, the river Kishon. 
O my soul, thou hast trodden down strength.' Judffiu 
V. &c. When Eliphaz, in the book of Job, speaks his 
sense of the hidiness of God, he introduces a machine in 
a vision : ' Fear came upon me, trembling on all mv bones, 
the hair of my flesh stood up ; a sidrit passed by and 
stood still, but its form was undisoemible ; an image 
before mine eyes ; and silence ; then I heard a voice, saying, 
shall mortal man be more just than God?' &c Job, iv. 
When he describes the safety of the righteous, he hklea 
him from the scourge of the tongue, he makes him laugh 
at destruction and famine, he brings the stones of the Add 
Into league with him, and makes die brute animals enter 
into a oovniant of peace. Job. v. 21, Ac. When Job speaks 
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of the grave, how metaaeliolr la the gloom that he spreMls 
over it ! ' It la a region to which I must shortly go, and 
whence I shall not xecum ; it Is a .land of darimess, it is 
«!***«— Itself, the land of the shadow of death ; alloonfa« 
don and disorder, and whoe the light Is as darkness. This 
is my house, there have I made my bed: I have said to 
corrupdon, thou art my father, and to the worm, thouart 
ray mother and my sister : and for my hqjie, who shall see 
It? I and my hope go down together tothe bars of the pit.' 
Job X. 21, and xvii. 13. When he humbles himself in 
oomplididngs before the almightiness of God, what con- 
temptible and liDeble images doth he use I ' Wilt thou break 
a leaf driven to and fro ? WUt thou punue the dry stubble i 
I ocmsume away like a rotten thing, a garment eaten by 
the moth.' Job xitt. 26, &c ' Thou liftest me up to the 
vrind, thou causest me to ride upon it, and dissolvest my 
substance^' Job xxiiL 22. Can any man invent more des- 
picable ideas to represent the scoundrel herd and ref^ise of 
mankind than those which Job uses / (Chap. xxx. ;) and 
thereby he aggravates his own sorrows and reproaches to 
amazement : * They that are younger than [ have me in 
derlskm, whose fathers 1 would have disdained to have set 
with the dogs of my flock : for want and fkmiue they were 
solitary; fledng into the wiktemess desolate and waste; 
They cut up mallows by the bushes, and juniper-roots for 
their meat: Theyweredriven forth from among men (they 
cried after them as after a thief) to dwell in thedifis of the 
valleys. In the caves of the earth, and in rocks : Among 
the bushes they bmyed, under the nettles they were ga- 
thered together ; they were children of fools, yea, children 
of base men ; they were viler than the earth : And now am 
I thdr song, yea, I am their by-word,' &c. How mourn- 
ful and dejected is the language of his own sorrowrs! 
* Tenon are turned upon him, they pursue his soul as the 
wind, and his wdftre passes away as a cloud: his bones are 
piereed within him, and his soul is poured out , he goes 
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nummliig wltiiout the sun, a brother to dngoni, a oom- 
panion to owls ; while his harp and argBn are turned into 
the voice of them that weep.' I must transcribe one-half 
of this holy book, if I would show the grandeur, the va- 
riety, and the justness of his ideas, or the pomp and beauty 
of his expression : I must copy out a good part of the writ- 
ings of David and Isaiah, if 1 would represent the poetical 
excellencies of their thoughts and style; nor is the language 
of the lesser prophets, especially in some pangzaphs, much 
infiaiar to these. 

Now while they paint human nature in its various fitrms 
and drcumstanoesk if their designing be so just and noble, 
their dispositions so artful, and their colouring so bright, be- 
yond the most fiuned hunnan writers, how much more must 
their descriptions of God and heaven exceed all that is possi- 
ble to be said by a meaner tongue/ When they speak of the 
dwdling-plaoeaf God, * He inhabits eternity, and sits upon 
the throne of his holiness, in the midst of light inacces- 
sible.' When his holiness is mentioned, * the heavens 
are not dean in his sight, he charges his angds with 
folly : he looks to the moon, and it shineth not, and the 
stars are not pure before his eyes : he is a jealous God, and 
a consuming fire.' If we spade cf strength, * Behold, he 
is strong : he removes the mountains, and they Imow it 
not: he overturns them in his anger : he shakes the earth 
from her place, and her pillars tremble : he makes a path 
through the mighty waten, he discovers the foundadoiu 
of the worid; the pillars of heaven areastonished at his 
reproof.' And after all, ' these are but a portion of his 
ways : die thunder of his power who can understand ?' His 
sovereignty, his knowledget and his wisdom, are revealed to 
us In language vastly superior to all the poetical accounts 
of heathen divinity. 'Let the potsherds strive with the 
potsherds of the earth { but shall the ciay say to him that 
fiuhloneth it, what malcest thou ? He bids the heavens 
drop dowm from above, and lets the skies pour down 
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tigfatBoainen. He commands the nm, and it riieth 
notf and he aealeth up the stan. It if he that saieh 
to the deep* be dry, and he dxieth up die riven. 
Woe to them that seek deep to hide didr oounad ftom the 
Lord ; hia epes are upon all their ways, he undentand* 
thdr thougbti afiv oft. Hell is naked before him« andde- 
■cnictkm hath no cavering. He calls out all the stars 
, bjr tfaclr names, he frustmteth the tokens of the liars, and 
makes the diviners mad : he turns wise men backward, 
and their knowledge becomes foolish.' His transcendoit 
endncnoe above all things is most nobly represented, when 
he ' sits upon the dide of the earth, and the inhabitants 
thereof are as gxasshoppen : all nations before him are as 
the drop of a bucket, and as the small dust of the balance : 
he takes up the isles as a very little thing : Lebanon, with 
allher beasts, is not suffident for a sacrifice to this God,' 
nor are all the trees * sufficient for the burning.' This 
God, befbre whom * the whole creation is as nothing, yea, 
less than nothing, Midvanity.' * To which of all the 
heathengods then will ye compare me, saith the L«d, and 
what sLalll be lilcened to ?' And to which of all the hea- 
then poets shall we lilcen or compare this glorious orator, 
thesacred describer of the Godhead ? The orators of all 
nadons are as nothing before him, and their words are 
vanity and emptiness. Let us turn our eyes now to some 
of the holy writings, where God is creating the worid ; how 
meanly do the best of the Gentiles talk and trille upon this 
subject, when brought into comparison with Moses, whom 
l,onginus himself, a Gentile critic, dtes as a master of the 
sublime sQrle, when he chose to use it; ' and the Lord 
said, let there be light, and there was light ; let there be 
douds and seas, sun and stars, plants and animals, and 
bdhold they are :' he commanded, and they appear and 
obey : * by the word of the Lord were the heavens made, 
and all the host ot them by the breath of his mouth :' this 
is woxUng like a God, with infinite ease and omnipotence. 
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His wooden of fHovMcnoe for the terrar and ruin of hia 
advomriei* and for the raocourof his slants, are set be- 
fore our eyes in the Scripture with equal magnificencet and 
as becomes divinity. When *he arises out of his places the 
earth trembles, the foundations of the hills are shaken be- 
cause he is wrath : there goes a smoke up out of his nostrils, 
and fire out of his mouth devoureth» coals are kindled by it. 
He bows the heavens, and oomes down, and darkness la 
under his feet. The mountains melt like wax, and flow 
down at his presence.' If Viigil, Homer, or Pindar, were 
to prepare an equipage for a desoendiiv Gk)d, they might 
use thunder and lightning too, and clouds and fire, to fonn 
a chariot and hones for the battle, or the triumph ; but 
there is none of them provides him a flight of cherubs in- 
stead of horses, or seats him in chariots of salvation. 
David beholds him riding * upon the heaven of heavens, 
by his name Jah : he was mounted upon a cherub and 
did fly, he flew on the wings of the wind :' and Habakuk 
' sends the pestilenoe before him.' Homer keeps a mighty 
stir with his JfiAiXfiyeperA Zedf, and Heslod with 
his Zf^S vyf/tppeflkTriQ, Jupiter, that raises up the 
clouds, and that makes a noise, or thunders on high. But 
a divine poet malces the * clouds but the dust of his feet; 
and when the Highest gives his voloe in the heavens, hail- 
stones and coals of Are follow.' A divine poet 'dlscovcn 
the channels of the waters, and lays open the foundations 
of nature ; at thy rebuke, O Lord, at the blast of the breath 
of thy nostrils.' When the Holy One alighted upon Mount 
Sinid, ' his glory covered the heavens ; he stood and mea- 
sured the earth : he beheld and drove asunder the nations, 
and the everlasting mountains were scattered : the perpe- 
tual hills did bow ; his ways are everlasting.' Then the 
prophet ' saw the tents of Cnshan in affliction, and the cur- 
tains of the land of Midian did tremble.* Hob. UL Nor 
did the BleaMd Spirit whkh animated these writen forMd 
them the use of virions, dreams, the opening of scenes 
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dnadftil and ddightfiil* and the introduction of machine* 
vpon great oocadona: the divine llcenM in this respect is 
admiiableand rarpriaing, and the images are often too bold 
and dangerous for an uninspired writer to imitate. Mr. 
Dennb has made a noble eany to discover how much su- 
perior is inspired poesjr to the brightest and best descripdona 
of a mortal pen. Perhaps, if his Proposal of Criticism had 
been enoounged and pursued, the nation might have learn- 
ed more value for the word of God, and the wits of the age 
mi^t have been secured from the danger of deism ; while 
thejr must have been forced to confess at least the divinity of 
all the poetical books of Scripture, when they see a genius 
running through them more than human. 

Who is there now will dare to assert, that the doctrines 
of our holy fittth win not indulge or endure a delightful 
dress ? shall the Flench poet* a£Mght us by saying, 

'Datefoj d'nn Cbritien les myst^res terribles. 
D'omaniens egayes ne sont point sissceptibles.* 

But the French critic, f in his Reflections up(« Elo- 
quence, tells us, *' that the majesty of our religion, the 
holiness of its laws, the purity of its morals, the hdght 
of its mysteries, and the importanoe of every subject that 
belongs to it, require a grandeur, a nobleness, a majesty, 
and elevation of style suited tothetheme: sparkling images 
and magnificent exprendons must be used, and are best 
boi TOwed from Scripture : let the preacher that aims at 
cioqnenoe, read the prophets incessantly, for their writings 
are an abundant source of all the riches and ornaments of 
speech." And, In my opinion, this is far better counsel 
than Horace gives us, when he says. 



-Voe exemplaria Graca 



Noetama versate mann, versata dinma. 

As in the conduct of my studies with regard to Divinity, 
1 have reason to repent of nothing more than that I have 

* Boileaa. t Rapin. 



Ixii PRBPACB« 

not peruaed the Blbk with more fieqnency ; ao if I were to 
set up for a poet, with a design to exceed aU the modern 
writen, I wooll fdUow the advice of Rapin, and read the 
propheti night and day. I am sure the composures of the 
following boolc would have been filled with much greater 
sense, and appeared with much more agreeable ornaments^ 
hadi derived a laiger portion fiom the Holy Scriptures. 

Besides, we may fetch a further answer to Mous. Boileau*s 
objection, from other poets of his own country. Whata no- 
ble use have Racine and Comeille made of Christian sub- 
jects, in some of thdr best tragedies I Whata variety of 
divine scenes are displayed, and pious pasi&ms awakened in 
those poems ! The Martyrdom of Polyeucte, how doth it 
reign over our love and pity, and at the same time animate 
our zeal and devotion I May I here be permitted the liberty 
to return my thanks to that fair and ingenious hand * that 
directed me to such entertainments in a foreign language, 
which I had long wished for, and sought in vidn in our 
own. Yet I must confess, that the Davids, and the two 
Arthurs, have so far answered Boileau's objection, in Eng- 
lish, as that the obstacles of attempting Christian poesy are 
broken down, and the vidn pretence of its being impracti- 
cable is experimentally confuted.t 

It is true indeed the Christian mystoies have not such 
need of gay trappings as beautified, or rather composed, the 
heathen superstition. But this still makes for the greater 
ease and surer success of the poet. The wonders of our re- 
ligion, in a plain narration and a simple dress, have a na- 
tive grandeur, a dignity, and a beauty in them, though 

* Philomela. 

t Sir Richtird Blaektnore, in his admirable prefsoe to his 
last po«m entitled Alfred, has more ooploosly refuted all 
Boileau's arguments on this subject, and that with great 
J uatice and eleg^auce, 1723. I am persuaded that many per- 
sons who despise this poem would acknowledge the just sen- 
timentsof thnt preface. 
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tbejr do attoiydSadainaU methods of omunent. The book 
of tiw RevdAtkms seems to be a psraphecy In the Ibrm of an 
open, or dnmatic poem, where divine art iUostntes the 
sabject with many channing glories ; but still it must be 
acknowledged, that the naked themes of Christianity have 
something brighter and balder in them, something more 
supridng and celestial tiianall tiie adventores of gods and 
heroes, an the daxding images of fiUse lustre that fonn and 
gunish a heathen scmg: here the very aignment would 
i^ wonderful aids to the muse, and the heavenly theme 
would so relieve a dull hour, and a languishing genius, that 
when the muse nods, the sense would bum and sparkle 
upon the fcadcr, and keep him ftdingly awake. 

With how much less toil and expense might a Diyden, 
an Otway, a Congreve, or a Dennis famish out a Christian 
poem than a modem play 1 There is nothing amongst all 
the andent fables, or later romances, that have two such 
extremes united in them, as the eternal God becoming an 
Infimtof days; the possessor of the palace of Heaven laid to 
sleep in a manger ; the holy Jesus, who knew no sin, bear- 
ing the dns of men in his body on the tree; agonies of soi^ 
row loading tiie soul of him who was God over all, blessed 
for ever; and the Sovereign of life stretdiing his arms on a 
cross, bleeding and expiring. The heaven and thehdl in 
our divinity are infinitely more ddightf ul and dreadful than 
the childish figments of a dog with three heads, the buckets 
ofthe Belides, thefories with snaky hain, or all the flowery 
stories of ElyAun. And if we survey the one as themes 
divindy true, and the other as a medley of fooleries which 
we can never bdieve, the advantage for touching the springs 
of pMsion will fkU infinitdy on the side of the Christian 
poet; our wonder and our love, our pity, ddight, and sor- 
row, with the long trsin of hopes and fears, must needs be 
under the command of an harmonious pen, whose ever) 
line makes a part of the reader's fidth, and is the very life 
or death of his soul. 
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If the trifling and incredible tales that Auniah out a tra- 
gedy areao anned hy wit and fancy as to become sovereign 
of the radonal powers, to triumph over all the alfections« 
and manage our smiles and our tears at pleasure ; how won- 
drous a conquest might be obtiUined over a wild world« 
and reduce it at least to sobriety, if the same happy talent 
were employed in dresaing the scenes of reUfl^on in their 
proper figures of majes^, sweetness, and terror ! The 
wonders cf creating power, of redeeming love, and renew- 
ing grace, ooght not to be thus impiously neglected by those 
whom heaven has endued with a giftsoproperto adorn and 
cultivate them ; an art whose sweet insinuations might al- 
most convey piety in resisting nature, and mdt the hardest 
souls to the love of virtue. The affsizs of this life, with 
their reference to a life to come, would shine bright in a 
dramatic descriptbn ; nor is there any need or any reason 
why we should always borrow the plan or history from the 
ancient Jews, or primitive nutrtyrs; though several of these 
would furnish out noble materials for this sort of poesy : 
but modem scenes would be better undentood by most rea- 
ders, and the application would be much more easy. The 
ungwUh of inward guilt, the secret stings, and racks, and 
scourges of oonsdenoe ; the sweet retiring hour, and smtph- 
ical joys of devotion ; the victory of a resolved soul over a 
thousand temptations ; the inimitable ktve and pasdons of 
a dying Ckid ; the awful glories of the last tribunal ; the 
grand decisive sentence, ftom which there is no ^ipeal ; and 
the consequent transports or horrors of the two eternal 
worlds ; these things may be variously disposed, and fonn 
many poems. How might such performanoes, under a 
Divine blessing, call back the dying idety of the zuitlon to 
life and beauty I This would make religion appear like 
itself, and confound the blasphemies of a profligate worid. 
Ignorant of pious pleasures. 

But we have reason to fear, that the tuneftil men of our 
day have not raiMd their ambition to so divine a pitch. I 



PRKFACB. IXV 

ihonld TtjcAce to ne more of thli odettlal fire kindling 
within them ; for the flashes that break out innmepreaent 
and past writings, betray an infernal souroeb This the 
incomparable Mr. Cowlejr, in the Utter end of his Preface* 
and die ingenious Sir Richard Blackmore, in the beginning 
of his, have so patheticaUy described and lamented* that I 
lather refer the reader to mourn with them than de- 
tain and tire him here. These gentlemen* in their laige 
and laboured works of poesy* have given the world happy 
examples of what they wish and enoounge in prose; the 
one in a rich variety of thought and fimcy* the odier in all 
the shining colours of profuse and florid diction. 

If shorter sonnets were composed on sublime subjects* 
such as the Psalnv of David* and the holy transports inter- 
spersed in the other sacred writings* or such as the moial 
Odes of Horace* and the ancient lyrics ; I persuade myself* 
that the Christian preacher would find abundant aid ftom 
the poet* in his design to diffuse virtue and allure souls to 
God. If the heart were first inflamed from heaven* and 
the muse were not left alone to form the devotion* and 
pursuea odd scent* but only called in as an assistant to the 
wofship* then the song would end where the insidration 
ceases ; the whole composure would be of a {deoe* all meri- 
dian light and meridian fervour ; and the same idous flame 
would be propagated* and kept glowing in the heart of him 
that reads. Some of the shorter odes of the the two poets 
now moitioned, and a few of the Rev. Mr. Norris's Essays 
in verse* are convincing instances of the success of this pro- 
posaL 

It is my opinion also, that the tne and unconfined num- 
ben of Pindar* or the noble measures of Milton without 
rhyme* would best maintain the digni^ of the theme* as 
well as give a loose to the devout soul* nor check the rap- 
tures of her faith and love. Though in my feeble attempts 
of this kind* I have too often fettered my thoughts in the 
narrow metre of our Psalm translators } I have contracted 

o 
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and munped die mbw, or raadaied it oUKore and fWble, }tj 
the too ipeedy and regular zcturns of riiyma. 

The title of thia work aanues my raad«i that pocey U 
not the huilneM of my life; and If 1 aelaed thoee houn of 
leiiure, whodn my kuI wai in a more qvightly ftamat 
to entertain them or myidf « wUix a divine or monl mmg, 
I hope I shall find an eaiy pardon. 

I must petition my reader to lay adde the aour and 
sullen idr of crit&dsm, and to assume the friend. Let 
him choose such oopes to read at particular hours, when 
the temper of his mind is suited to the song. Let him 
come with a derire to be entertained and pleased mther 
than to seek his own disgust and averdon, which will not 
be hard to find. 1 am not so vain as to think there are no 
fkultB, nor so blind as to esjqr non^ Many a line needs 
the file to polish the roughness of it» and many a thought 
wants richer language to adorn and make it shinCi Wide 
defects and equal superfluities may be found, especially in 
the larger pieces ; but I have at present neither inclination 
or Idsure to coirect* and 1 hope I never shall. Itisoneof 
the biggest satisfactions I take in giving this volume to the 
world, that I expect to be for ever fkee taan. the temptation 
of making or mending poems again. Let minds that 
are better furnished for sudi perfonnances pursue these 
studies, if they are convinced that poesy can be made sct- 
viceable to rdigion and virtue. As for myself, 1 almost 
blush to think that I have read so little and written 
so much. The following yean of my lift shall be moic 
entirely devoted to the immediate and direct labouxs of my 
station, excepting those hours that may be employed in fin- 
ishing my imitation of the Psalms of David, in Christian 
language, which I have now promiaed the world.* 

I cannot court the world to purchase this book for their 
pleasure or entertainment, by tdling them that any one 

• In th« year 1719 these were finished and printed. 
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copy aittrdy pkaiw me. Thebeitof them dbki Mow the 
idm wtakdi I form of a divine or monl odCi Hetliatdeds 
in the mysteriai of heaven, or of the museSf iliould be a 
genius of no viilgar mould : aiid, as the name vain be> 
longs to both, so the ftimituveaf both is comiiriaed in that 
lineof Horace: 

Cni mans divinior, atqn* os 

Magna soaaturum 

But what Juvenal spake in his age* abides true in ours : 
a complete poet or a prophet is such a one : 

Qnalem neqneo monstrare, «t sentio tantwn. 

Perhaps neither of these characters in perfection shall 
ever be seen on earth, till the seventh angel has sounded 
his awful trumpet ; tUl the victory be complete over the 
beast and his image, when the natives of heaven shall join 
in consort with prophets and saints, and sing to thdr gol- 
den harps, salvation, honour, and glory to Him that sits 
upon the throne, and to the Lamb for ever. 

May 14, 1709L 
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SACRED 

TO 

DEVOTION AND PIETY. 



WORSHIPPING WITH FEAR. 

Who dares attempt th' Eternal Name 
With notes of mortal aound ? 

Dangers and gloiies guard the theme. 
And sfuiead despair around. 

Destmction waits upon his frown. 
And heaven attends his smile ; 

A wreath of lightning arms his crown, 
Butloveadoms it stiU. 

Cdestial King, our spirits lie 

Trembling beneath thy feet. 
And wish, and cast a longing eye 

To reach thy lof cy seat. 

In thee what endless wonders meet ! 

What various glory shines ! 
The crossing rays too fiercely beat 

Upon our funting minds. 

Angels are lost in sweet surprise. 

If thou unveil thy grace ; 
And humble awe runs through the skies. 

When wrath arrays thy face. 



LVRIC POKMS, 

When mercy joins with majesty 
To spraul their beams abroad, 

Not allthdr fairest minds on high 
Are shadours of a God. 

Tny works the strongest sen|ih sings 

In a too feeble strain. 
And labours Iiard on all his strings 

To reach thy thoughu in vain. 

Created powers, bow weak they be ! 

How short our praises fidl ! 
So much akin to nothing we. 

And thou th' Eternal AIL 



(K>D'S DOMINION AND DECREES. 

Kbbp silence, all created things. 
And wait your Makers nod : 
The muse stands trembling while she sings 
The honours of her God. 

Life, death, and hdl, and worids tmknown. 

Hang on hlsftrm decree ; 
He sits on no precarious throne. 

Nor borrows leave to be. 

The Almighty vdce bid ancient night 

Her endless realm resign. 
And lo, ten thousand globes of light 

In fields of azure shine. 



I 

J 



SAC BSD TO DBVOTION. 

Now wiadom with superior sway 
Guides the vast moving frame, 

Whilstall the ranks of bdng pay 
Deep reverence to his name. 

He spake ; the sun obedient stood, 

And held the falling day : 
Old Jordan backward drives his flood, 

And disappoints the 



Lord of the armies of the sky. 
He marshals all the stars ; 

Red comets lift thdr banners higb. 
And wide proclaim his wars. 

Chain'd to his throne a volume lies, 
"With all the fates of men. 

With every angel's form and size 
Drawn by the eternal pen. 

His Providence unfolds the book. 
And makes his ooiuisels shine : 

Illach opening leaf, and every stroke, 
Fulfib some deep design. 

Here he exalts neglected worms 

To sceptres and a crown ; 
Anon the following page he turns. 

And treads the monarch down. 

Not Gabriel asks the reason why, 
Nor God the reason gives ; 

Nor dares the favourite angel pry 
Between the folded leaves. 



6 LYRIC POEMS, 

My God, I never long'd to lee 
My fate with curious eyes* 

What gloomy lines are writ for nse. 
Or what bright scenes shall riae. 

In thy lair hook of life and grace 
May I but find my nam^ 

Reooided in some humble place 
Beneath my Lord the Lamb. 



DIVINE JUDGMENTS. 

Not from the dust my sorrows spring* 
Nor drop my comforts from the lower skies ; 

Let all the baneful planets shed 

Thdr mingled curses on my head. 
How vain their curses, if th' Eternal King 
Look thro' the clouds, and bless me with his eyes. 

Creatures with all their boasted sway 

Are but his slaves and must obey ; 

They wait their orders fh>m above. 
And execute his word, the vengeance, or die love. 

'Tis by a warrant finom his hand 

The gentler gales are bound to deep : 
The north wind blusters and assumes command 

Over the desert and the deep ; 

Old Boreas with his f reedng pow'rs 
Turns the earth iron, makes the ocean glass. 
Arrests the dancing rivulets as they pass. 

And chains them moveless to their shores ; 
The grazing ox lows to the gdld skies. 
Walks o'er the ooarble meads with withering eyes. 
Walks o'er the solid lakes, snuflb up the wind, and dies. 



SACRKD TO DEVOTION. 7 

Fly to the polar world, my aong. 
And mourn thepDgtims there, (a wretched throng !) 

Sesz'd and bound in rigid chains, 
A troop of statues on the Russian plains. 
And life stands frosen in the purple veins. 

Atheist, forbear ; no more blaspheme : 
God has a thousand terrors in his name* 

A thousand armies at command. 

Waiting the signal of his hand. 
And magazines of frost, and magazines of flame. 

Dress thee in steel to meet his wrath ; 

His sharp artUlery from the north 
Shall pierce thee to the soul, and shake thy mortal frame. 

Sublime on winter's rugged wings 

He rides in arms along the sky. 
And scattenfote on swains and kings ; 

And floclcs and herds and nations die ; 

While imidouslips, prolknely bold. 
Grow pale ; and, quivering at his dreadful cold. 

Give thdr own blasphemies the lie. 

Themischieft that infest the earth, 
Whoi the hot dog-star fires the realms on high. 

Drought and disease and cruel death. 
Are but the flashes of a wrathAil eye 

From theincens'd Divinity. 

In vain our parching palates thirst. 
For vital food in vain we cry. 
And pant for vital breath : 

The verdant fields are burnt to dust, 

The sun has drunk the channels dry. 
And all the air is death : 

Te scourges of our Maker's rod, 
'TIS at his dread command, at bis imperial nod, 

Tott deal your various plagues abroad. 

Hail, whirlwinds, hurricanes, and floods. 
That all the leafy standards strip. 
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• 

And bear down with a mighty sweep 
The ilchea of the fidds, and honours of the woods ; 

Storms, that ravage o'er the deep. 
And burjr millions in the waves ; 

Earthquakes, that in midnight sleep 
Turn ddes into heaps, and make our beds our gmves ; 

YChile you dispense your mortal harms, 
'Tis the Creatoc's vdce that sounds your loud alarms, 
YChen guUt with louder cries provokes a God to arms. 

for a message from above 
To bear my spirit up ! 

Some pledge of my Cicatox'slove 
To calm my terron and support my hope ! 

Let waves and thunders mix and roar. 
Be thou my God, and the whole world is mine : 

While thou art Sovereign, I'm secure ; 

1 shall be rich till thou art poor ; 

For all I fear, and all I wish, heav'n, earth, and hell are 
thine. 



EARTH AND HEAVEN. 

Hast thou not seen, impatient boy. 
Hast thou not read the solenm truth. 
That grey experience writes for giddy youth 

On every mortal joy— 
« Pleasure must be dash' d with pain !" 

And yet with heedless haste. 

The thirsty boy repeats the taste. 
Nor hearkens to despair, but tries the bowl again. 
The rlUsof pleasure never run sincere ; 

(Earth has no unpolluted spring;) 
From the curs'd soil some dang'rous taint they bear ; 
So roses grow on thorns, and honey wears a sting. 



SACRSD TO DBYOTION. 9 

In vain we wek a heaven bdow the sky ; 

The woxld has falwj but flatt'ring chaims : 
Its distant jo]rs show \Ag in our esteem. 
But lessen still as they draw near the eye ; 
In oar emhraoe the visions die» 

And wiien we grasp the airy fonns 
"We lose the pleanng dream. 

Earth with her scenes of gay delight 

Is but a landscape rudely drawn, 
^ithglaxingcoloan and false light; 
Distance commends it to the ^ht. 
For fools togase upon ; 
But bring the nauseous daubing nigh. 
Coarse and amfus'd the hideous figures lie. 
Dissolve the pleasure, and offend the eye. 

Look up, my soul, pant toward the eternal hills : 

Tlioae hcav'ns are fairer than they seem ; 
There pleasures all dnoere glide on in crystal rills. 

There not a dreg of guilt defiles. 

Nor giicf disturbs the stream. 
That Canaan knows no noxious thing. 
No cursed soSl, no tainted spring. 
Nor roses grow on th«rns, nor honey wears a sting. 



FELICITT ABOVE. 

No, 'tisin vidn to sedi for bliss. 
For bliss can n'er be found 

*TI11 we arrive where Jesus Is, 
And tread on heav'nly ground. 
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There's nothing round these painted skies^ 

Or round ihis dnsty clod ; 
Nothing, my soul, thatfs worth thy joys. 

Or lovdy as thy God. 

"Tis heav'n on earth to taste his lov^ 
To fed his quick'ning grftoe ; 

And all the heav'n I hope above 
Is but to see his fux. 

Why move my yeanin slow delay 7 

OGk)dofagesl why? 
Let the spheres cleave, and mark my way 

To the superior sky. 

Dear Sov'reign, break these vital strings 

That bind me to my day ; 
Take— take me, Urid, on thy wings. 

And stretch and soar away. 



SELF-CONSECRATION. 

It grieves me. Lord, it grieves me sore. 
That I have Uv'd to thee no more. 
And wasted half my days ; 
M y inward pow'rs shall bum and flame 
Witli seal and passbn for thy name, 
I would not speak Imt for my God, nor move but to hii 
praise. 

What are my eyes but aids to see 
The Gloria of the Deity 

Inscrib'd with beams of light. 



8ACRKO TO OKVOTION. U 

On flow'n and stan I Lotd, I bdudd 
The shining azure, g i i Mja , and gold; 
Bat when I try toreadthy nameadimneHvellamy light. 

Mine ean are rais'd when Viigil sings 
Sicilian awaina, or Troiankiftgs, 
And diinic themodc in : 

Why should the trumpet's braien voice. 

Or oaten reed awake my jsy^ 
And yet my heart so senseless Ee when sacred hymns begin ? 

Change me^ O God ! my flesh shaU be 
An instnunentof song to thee. 
And thou the notes inspire : 
My tongue shall Iceep the heav'nly chime. 
My cheerftil pulae shall beat the time, 
Andsweet variety of sound shall in thy pnise conspire. 

The dearest nerve about my heart. 
Should it refuse to bear a part 

With my melodious breath, 
I'd tear away the vital chord, 
A bloody victim to my Lord, 
And live without that Impious string, or show my seal in 
death. 



THE PENITENT PARDONED. 

Hbno from my soul, my sins, depart. 
Your fatal friendship now I see ; 

Long have you dwelt too near my heart. 
Hence, to eternal distance flee. 
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Te gave my -djring Lord his wonnd* 
Yet I carcM^d your idperous brood. 

And in my heart-iUings lapp'd you round — 
You, tiie vUe muxdenn of my God. 

Black heavy thought!, like mountaim, loll 
O'er my poor breait, with botfing fears. 

And cnuihing hard my tortui'd soul, 
Wring through my eyes the briny tears. 

Fotgive my treasons, Prince of Grace— 
The bloody Jews were traium too, 

Tet thou hast pniy'd for that cur^d race, 
** Father, they know not what they do P' 

Great advocate ! look down and see 
A wretch, whose smarting sorrows bleed : 

plead the same excuse for me; 
For, Lord, I knew not what I did. 

Peace, my complaints; let every groan 
Be still, and silence wait his love : 

Compassions dwell amidst his throne. 
And through his inmost bowels move. 

Lo, from the everlasting dcies 
Gently, as morning-dews distil. 

The dove immortal downward flies. 
With peaceful olive in his bUl. 

How sweet the vdce of pardon sounds ! 
Sweet the rdlef to deep distren ! 

1 fed the balm that heals my wounds 
And all my powers adore the gnuXi 
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THE HUMBLE ENQUIRY. 

A FBKNCH 80MNKT IllITATBD. 

Grand JHeu, tea Jugementt 4^ 

Gracb ruks bekmr, and sits enthnm'd above. 

How few the qMurki of wrath ! how slow they move ! 

And drop and die in boundtess seas of love ! 

But me, vile wretch ! should pitying love embrace 

Deep in its ocean, hdl itself would blaze. 

And flash, and bum me thro* the boundless space. 

Yea, Lord, my guilt to such a vastness grown 
Seems to confine thy choice to wrath alone. 
And calls thy power to vindicate thy thron& 

Thine honour bids, avenge thine injur'd name. 

Thy slighted loves a dreadful glory daim. 

While my moist tears might but incense thy flame, 

Should heav'n grow black, almighty thunder roar, 
And vengeance blast me, I could plead no more. 
But own thy justice dying, and adore. 

Yet can those bolts of death, that cleave the flood 
To reach a rebel, pierce this sacred shroud, 
llng'd in the vital stream of my Redeemer's blood. 



H 3 



14 LYRIC POKMB, 



A HYMN OF PRAISE FOR THREE GREAT 
SALVATIONS, viz. 

1. From the Spaoish laTMion, 1588 ;— 9L From the Oan- 
povdei^Flot, Nov. 6, 1605;— 3. From Popery and Slarerjr, 
by Kiug William, of ploriou* memory, who landed Not. 
5,1688. 

Compoaed, Noo. 5, lfl9& 

In fin its God, thy counaeLs stand 

Like mountains of eternal brass. 
Pillars to prop oui sinking land, 

Or guardian rocks to break the seas. 

From pole to pole thy name is known. 

Thee a whole heaven of angds praise. 
Our labouring tongues would reach thy throne 

With the loud triumphs of thy grace. 

Part of thy church, by thy command, 

Stands rais'd upon the British isles ; 
«« There," said the Lord, " to ages stand. 

Firm as the everlasting hills." 

In vain the Spanish ocean roar'd ; 

Its billows swelled against our shore. 
Its billows sunk beneath thy word. 

With all the floating war they bore^ 

** Come," sidd the sons of bkwdy R<nne, 
** Let us provide new arms from hell :" 

And down they digg'd thxcf earth's dark womb. 
And ransack'd all the burning cells. 
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Old Satan lent them fiery stores. 

Infernal ooalt and sulph'rous flame. 
And all that burns, and all that roars, 

Outngeous fires of dreadAil name. 

Beneath the senate and the throne. 

Engines of hellish thunder lay ; 
There the dark seeds of fire were sown. 

To spriiag a hzight but dismal day. 

Thy love bdidd the black design. 
Thy love that guards our island round ; 

Strange! how It quench'd the fieiy mine. 
And crush'd the tempest imder ground. 

Assume, my tongue, a nobler strain, 

9ng the new wonders of the Lord ; 
The foes revive thtSr pow'rs again. 

Again they die beneath his sword. 

Dark as our thoughts our minutes roll. 

While tyranny possess'd the throne. 
And murderers of an Irish soul 

Kan, threat'idng death, through every town. 

The Roman priest, and British prince, 
Join'd thdr best force, and blackest charms. 

And the fierce troops of neighbouring France 
Offered the service of their arms. 

Tis done, they cried, and laughed aloud. 

The courts of darkness rang with joy, 
Th' old serpent hiss'd, and hell grew proud. 

While Zion moum'd her ruin nigh. 
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But, lo, the great Ddiverv aaUs, 
Commisaini'd £rom Jehovah's hand. 

And smiling Mas, and wishing gales. 
Convey him to the looging land* 

The happy day, and happy year,* 
Both in our new salvation mueet: 

The day that quendi'd the burning snare. 
The year that humt the invading fketf 

Now did thine arm, O God of hostt. 
Now did thine arm shine daszling bright. 

The sous of might their hands had lost. 
And men of blood foigot to light. 

Brigades of angeb lined the way. 
And guaided WiUiam to his throne ; 

There, ye celestial warriors sUy, 
And make his palace like your own. 

Then, mighty God, the earth shall know 
And learn the ^vorship of the sky : 

Angels and Britons join below, 
To taise their haUelujahs high. 

All hallelujah, heavenly King 1 
WhUe distant lands thy victory sing. 

And tongues thdr utmost powers employ. 
The world's bright roof repeats the joy. 

♦ Nov. 6, 1688. t Nov. 6, 1688. 
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THE INCOMPREHENSIBLE. 

Far in the heav'iu 1117 Godredra*— 
M7 God, the mazk of my desires— 
And hides his lovdy Uux ; 
When he descends within my view* 
He chazms my reason to pursue* 
But kftves it tii'd and fUnting in th' unequal chase. 

Or if I reach unusual height 

Tin near his presence lirought» 
There floods of glory check my flighty 

And all untune my thought ; 
Pluug'd in a sea of light I roU, 
Where wisdom* justice, mercy, shine ; 
Infinite rays in crossing lines 

Beat thidc oonftision on my sight, and overwhelm my 
souli 

Come to my aid, ye fellow-minds. 
And help me reach the throne ; 
(What single strength in vain designs. 

United force hath done ; 
Thus worms may jdn, and giasp the poles. 

Thus atoms fill the sea ;) 
But the whole nuse of creature-souls, 
Stretch'd to thdr last extent of thought, plunged and are 
lost in thee. 

Great God, behold my reason lies 
Adoring ; yet my love would rise 

On pinions not her own : 
Faith shall direct her humble flight. 
Through all the trackless seas of light. 
To thee, th' Eternal Ftar, the Infinite Unknown. 
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A SIGHT OF HEAVEN IN SICKNESS. 

Oft have I at in Mciet liglis. 

To fed my flesh decay. 
They groan'd aloud with frighted eyes. 

To view the toct'ring clay. 

But I forbid my sorrowt now* 

Nor dares the flesh complain ; 
Diseases bring their profit too ; 

The joy oTeioomes the pain* 

My cheoAil soul now all the day 

Sits widdng here and sings ; 
Looks through the ruins of her clay. 

And practises her wings. 

Faith ahnost changes into sight. 

While fhnn afar she spies 
Her fkir inheritance, in light. 

Above created skies. 

Had but the prison walls been strong, 

An.d not a flaw reveai'd. 
In darkness she had dwelt too long. 

And less of heaven beheld. 

But now the everlasting hills 

Through every chink appear. 
And something of the Joy die feds 

While she's a piVner here. 

O may these walls stand tott'ring still. 

The breaches never dose. 
If I must here in darkness dwell, 
• And all this glory lose ! 
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Or rather let this flesh decay. 

The ruins wider grow, 
'Till glad to see th' enlaiged way, 

I stretch my pinions thiongh. 



THE UNIVERSAL HALLELUJAH. 
Faalm eslrii]. Paraphrased. 

PitAisB ye the Lord with joyful tcmgne, 
Te pow'rs thatguaxd his throne ; 

J£8U8 the man shall lead the song. 
The God inspire the tune. 

Gabriel, and all th' immortal choir 

That fill the realms above. 
Sing ; for he fonn'd you of his flw. 

And feeds you with his love. 

Shine to his praise, ye crystal skies. 

The floor of his abode. 
Or veil your little twinkling eyes 

Before a brighter God. 

Thou restless globe of golden light. 

Whose beams create our dayv. 
Join with the sUver queen of night. 

To own your bonow'd rays. 

Bluslr and refund the honours paid 

To your inferior names : 
Tdl the blind world your orbs are fed 

By his o'erflowing flames. 
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Winds, je ahall bear hia name aloud 
Through the ethereal blu^ 

Far when hia diaxiot ii a doud. 
He makes his wheds of jrou. 

Thunder and hail, and fires and stormsi 
The troops of his command, 

Appesir in all your dreadful forms. 
And speak his awful hand. 



Shout to the Lord, ye suzgiog i 

In your eternal roar; 
Let wave to wave resound his praise. 

And shore reply to shore: 

While monsters, sporting on the flood. 

In scaly silver shine. 
Speak tenibly their Maker-God, 

And lash the foaming brine. 

But gentler things shall tune his name 

To softer notes than these. 
Young zephyrs breathing o'er the stream, 

Or whispoing through the i 



Wave your taU heads, ye lofty jdnes. 

To him that bid you grow. 
Sweet clusters bend their fhiitful vines 

On every thankful bough. 

Let the shiUl Urds his honour raise, ' 
And climb the morning sky; 

While grov'ling beasts attempt his praise 
In hoarser harmony. 
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Thus wbile the meuia- creatureB dng, 

Te moTtala tmke the aoundt 
Edio the glories of your King 

Through alltheiutioiia round. 



THE LAW GIVEN AT SINAI. 

Arm thee idth thunder, heavenly muse> 
And keep th' expectfaig world in awe; 
Oft hast thou sung in gentler mood 
The mdthig merdes of thy God; 

Now give thy fiercest fires a loose. 
And sound his dreadfbl law; 

To Isnkd first the words were spok^ 

To Israel fteed fhnn Egypt's yoke : 
Inhuman bondage ! The hard galling load 

Over-press'd thcdr feeble souls. 

Bent thdr knees to senseless bulls. 

And broke their faith to God. 

Now had they pass'd the Arabian bay. 

And march'd within the cleaving sea ; 

The rUtng waves stood guardians of their wond'rous way. 

But ML with most impetuous force. 

On the punning swarms. 

And buried Egypt all in arms, 
Bifiw ifa g in watfry death the rider and his hone: 
O'er struggling Pharaoh rolTd the mighty tide. 
And nv'd the laboun of a pyramid. 
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Apia and On* In vain be ciiei. 
And all his homed Gods bedde* 
He swallows fate with swimming eyes* 
And cun'd the Hebrews as he dOed. 

Ah ! foolish Israel to comply 
With Memphian idolatry I 
And bow to brutes, (a stupid slave,) 
To idols impotent to save ! 
Behold thy God, the Sovereign of the sky. 
Has wrought salvatbn in the deep, 
Has bound thy foes in Iran sleep. 

And ndsed thine honours high ; 
His grace forgives thy follies past. 

Behold he comes in majesty. 

And Sinai's top proclaims his law -. 
Prepare to meet thy God in haste; 
But keep an awful distance still : 
Let Moses round the sacred hill 

The drcling limits draw. 

Hark ! the loud echoes of the trumpet roar. 
And call the trembling armies near ; 
Slow and unwilling they appear. 

Rails kept them from the mount before. 
Now fh>m the rails their fear: 

'Twas the same herald, and the trump the same 
Which shall be blown by high command. 
Shall Ud the wheds of nature stand. 
And heav'n's eternal will proclaim. 
That time shall be no more. 



• HoruB or Ornn, son of Osiris and Isls, one of the Egyp- 
tian Deities. 
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Thus wbfle the Uboiuing angid fwdi'd thefoand* 
And rent the ddftt, and shotric the grouidy 
Up me th' Ahnighty ; itmad his np|riifae wit 

Adoring thimm in osder £dl ; 

The leacr powen at dlitanre direll» 

And cMt their ^0rici down suooealve at his feet : 

Gabrid the Great prepares his way, 
Uft up your headSf eternal doan, he diss; 

Th* eternal doots his wcvd obey. 

Open and shoot oelcsdal day 
Upon the lower skies. 

Heav'n's mighty pOlowB bow'd thdr head. 
As their Creator Ud, 
And down Jehovah rode finom the saperiffl* sphere, 
A thoosaad guards before, and myriads in the rear. 

Hit chazlot was a pitchy doud. 

The wheds bewc with burning gems : 

The winds in harness with the flames 

Flew o'er th' ethereal road : 
Down through his magaiines he past 

Of hail, aadioe, and fleecy snow; 
Swift roU'd the triumph, and as Cut 

Did hail, aadioe, in mdted rivers flow, 

The day was mingled with the night. 
Hit feet on solid darimess trod. 
His radiant eyes prodaim'd the God, 

And seatter'd dreadflil light ; 
He breath'd, and snlfdiur ran, a fiery stream : 
He spoke, and (tho' with unknown speed he came). 
Chid the dow tempest, and the lagging flame. 

Sinai reodv'd his glorious flight ; 
With axle red, and glowing wheel 

Did the wlng'd chariot light. 
And rising smoke obscui'd the burning hill. 
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LfO, It moimta In eniUiig vmveh 
LfO, tbe ^oomy pride out-temvei 
The fUtdy pyiandda of fire ; 
The pjrnux^kls to heav'n aaptie* 
And mix with stan, but lee their gloomy ofbpzfaig higher. 

So have yon leen nngmteftil ivy grow 
Round the tall oak that Ax ■core yean has stood. 
And proudly ihoot aleaf or two 
Above ita Idnd supportei'a utmoat bough. 
And glory there to stand the loftiest of the wood. 

Fnsh hamn seize the camp, despair 

And dying groans torment the air. 

And shrldcs, and swoons, and deaths were there ; 

The bellowing thunder, and the lightning's blase 

Spread through the hosta wild amaae ; 
DarkneM on every soul, paleness on every fkoe : 

ConAuTd and dismal were the cries. 

Let Moses speak, or Israel dies: 

Moses the spreading terror feds. 

No more the man of God oonceBls 

His shivering and surprise: 
Yet, with recovering mind coounands 
Silence and deep attention thro* the Hebrew bands. 

Hark ! from the centre of the flame. 

All aim'd and feather'd with the same, 
MiV}estic sounds break through the smoky doud 

Sent fnnn the all-creating tongue, 

A flight of cherubs guard the words along. 
And bear their fiery law to the retreating crowd. 

" I am the Lord : 'TIS I proclaim 
That glorious and that fearful ruune. 
Thy God and King: 'Twas I that broke 
Thy bondage, and th' Egyptian yoke ; 
Mine is the right to speak my will. 
And thine the duty to fulfiL 
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AdfOK no God boide me, to pmvokemliM eyn ; 
Nor tvonhip me in sluqwB and fiHint that men devlae : 
With icv*ience uae my name, nor turn my wwda tojert ; 
Obearve my Sabbath wdl, nor daie proftne my icst; 
Honour and dne obe^ence to thy parents give ; 
Nor qrill the gnUtilctt blood, nor let the guilty live: 
PreMTve thy body chaste, and flee th' unlawful bed; 
Nor steal thy neighbour's gold, his garment, or his bread. 
Forbear to blast his name with fUsehoodor deedt ; 
Nor let thy wishes loose upon his laige estate." 



REMEMBER YOUR CREATOR, &c 

Eeclesiastes, xii. 

Chilorbh, to your Creator, God, 

Your early honours pay. 
While vanity and youthful blood 

Would tempt your thoughts astray. 

The memory of his mighty name 

Demands your first regaid. 
Nor dare indulge a meaner flame 

Till you have lov'd the Lord. 

Be wise, and make his favour sure. 

Before the moumAil day. 
When youth and mirth are known no more. 

And life and strength decay. 

No more the blessings of a feast 

Shall rdish on the tongue. 
The heavy car forgets to uutc 

The pleasure of a song. 

1 3 
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OUlag^ wkdi all her dlimal cnin, 

Invadci your golden yean 
With ilghi, and groans, and mglng pain. 

And death that never iparei. 

What will ye do when light departa. 
And leaves your witheilng eyes. 

Without one beam to cheer your hearts* 
From the supexior skies ? 

How wfll you meet God's fiowning brow. 

Or stand before his seat. 
While nature's old supporters bow. 
Nor bear their tot^rlng wdght f 

Can you expect your fteble arms 

Shall make a strong defence. 
When death, with tenible alaims. 

Summons the pri/ner hence i 

The silver bands of nature burst. 

And let the building fall ; 
The flesh goes down to mix with dust. 

Its vile oiiginaL 

Laden with guilt, (a hea\7 load,) 

Undeans'd, and unfoigiv'n, 
The soul returns tf an angry God, 

To be shut out from heav'n. 



THE WELCOME MESSENGER. 

Lord, when we see a saint of thine 
Lie gasping out his breath. 

With longing eyes, and looks divine. 
Smiling and pleased in death ; 
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How we oould cfen contend to lay 

Our limbs upon that bed I 
We ask thine envoy to convey 

Our spirits in his stead. 

Our souls are rit&Dg on the wing« 

To vmture in his place ; 
For when grim death has lost his sting 

He has an angel's face. 

Jesus, then puige my crimes away* 

Tis guilt creates my fears» 
Tis guilt gives death its fierce army. 
And all the anns it bears. 

Oh I if my threat'ning dns were gone. 

And death had lost his sting, 
I could invite the angel on. 

And chide his lazy wing. 

Away these inteipodng days. 

And let the lovers meet ; 
The angel has a cold embrace. 

But kind, and soft, and sweet. 

rd leap at once my seventy years, 

I'd rush Into his arms. 
And lose my breath, and all my cares. 

Amidst those heav'nly charms. 

Joyful I'd lay this body down. 

And leave the lifeless clay. 
Without a sigh, without a groan. 

And stretch and soar away. 
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SINCERE PRAISE. 

Alhiohty Maker, God ! 

How wondrous is thy name 1 
Thy glories how diffus'd abroad 

Through the creation's frame ! 

Nature in every dress 

Her humble homage pays. 
And finds a thousand ways t* express 

Thine undissembled praise. 

In nadvc whiteimd red 

The rose and lily stand. 
And fiee ftom pride their beautlcB spread 

To show thy skUfiil hand. 

llie lark mounts up the sky. 

With unambitious song. 
And bears her Maker's praise on high 

Upon her artless tongue. 

My soul would rise and sing 

To her Creator too. 
Fain would my tongue adore my King, 

And pay the worship due. 

But pride, that busy sin, 

Spoils all that I perform : 
Curs'd pride, that creeps securely in. 

And swells a haughty worm. 

Thy glories I abate. 
Or praise thee with daaga ; 

Some of tliy favours I forget. 
Or think the merit mine. 
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The very longs I fnune 

Are fidthkn to thy caxae, 
And steal the honours of thy name 

To build their own applause. 

Create my soul anew. 

Else all my worship's vain; 
This wretched heart will nc^er be true 

Until 'tis form'd again. 

Descend, celestial fire. 

And seize me firom above, 
Mdt me in flames of pure dedre, 

A sacrifice to love. 

Let joy and worshipspend 

The renmant of my da]rs> 
And to my Ood, my soul, ascend 

In sweet perfumes of pnto. 



TRUE LEARNING. 

PABT1.T IMITATSD FROM A FBBNCH SONNKT OP 
M. POIRRT. 

Happy the feet that shining Truth has led 
With her own hand to tread the path she please. 
To see her native lustre round her spread. 

Without a veil, without a shade, 
AU beauty, and all light, as in herself she is. 

Our senses cheat us with the presdng crowds 

Of painted shapes they thrust upon the mind : 

The truth they show lies wrapp'd in sevenfold shr9ud«^. 

Oar senses cast a thousand clouds 
On unenlighten'd souls, and leave them doubly bUnd. 
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I hate the dntt tiutt ficne dlqmtas nlKf 
And loK the miiid in a wild nuaeaf thooght : 
What cmptjr trillinssy and whatmbtile wayfp 

To ftnce and guard by mle and race ! 
OorGodwiUnererdiaigeas that we knew then not 

Tbach, heav'nty Wovd, O toofch thcK cnriooa tools; 
9noeI have hcaid hut one Hft hint from thee, 
Fran an the vain opinions of die iAooIb 

(That pageantiT of knowing fools) 
I fed my powen ideai^d, and stand dfarindy ftee. 

*Twas this Almighty Word Aat all diings made. 
He grasps whole nature in liis sin^ hand; 
All the eternal truths in him are lidd. 

The ground of all things* and tlieir head* 
The drde where they wavt, and ocntve wiicve they stand. 

Without Ids aid I havenosuxrdeAnoe 
From troops of errors that bcakge me round ; 
But he that rests Us reason and his sense 

Fast here* and never wanders hence. 
Immovable he dwells upon unshaken ground. 

Infinite truth ! the life of my desires. 
Come fixnn the sky, and Jdn thyself to me ; 
I'm tir'd with hearing, and this reading tires : 

But never tir'd of telling thee, 
'Tis thy fair Uux alone my sfdrit bums to see. 

Speak to my soul alone, no other hand 
Shall mark my path out with ddudveart: 
All nature silent in his presence stand— 
Creatures, be dumb at his command. 
And leave his single voice to whisper to my heart. 
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Redre, my tonl, within thyself ndre, 
Away from sense and every outward show : 
Nor let my thoughts to loftier themes asinre. 

My knowledge now on wheels of fire 
May mount and spread above, surveying all below. 

The Lord grows lavish of his heav'iUy light, 
And pours whole floods on such a mind as this ; 
Fled from the eyes she gidns a idercing flight- 
She dives into the infinite, 
And sees unutterable things in that unknown abyss. 



TRUE WISDOM. 

Pronounce him blest, my muse, whom wisdom guides 
In her own path to her own heavenly seat ; 
Through all the storms his soul securely glides. 

Nor can the tempests, nor the tides. 
That rise and roar around, supplant hb steady feet. 

Earth, you may let your golden arrows fly. 
And seek, in vidn, a passage to his breast. 
Spread all your painted toys to court his eye. 

He smiles, and sees them vidnly try 
To lure his soul aside from her etmial rest. 

Our headstrong lusts, like a young fiery horse. 

Start, and flee raging in a violent course : 

He tames and breaks them, manages aiM rides them. 

Checks thdr career, and turns and guides them. 
And bids hb reason bridle their licentious force. 
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Lord of himadf, he rulei his wildest thooghts. 
And btddly acts what calmly he dedgn'd. 
Whilst he looks down and lAties human ftolts ; 

Nor can he think, ncn: can he find 
A plague like reigning paMdons, and a subject mind. 

But oh ! 'ds mighQr tdl to reach this height. 
To vanquish sdf is a laborious art ; 
What manly courage to sustain the fight. 

To bear the noble pain, and part 
With those dear charming tempters rooted in the heart ! 

'Tis hazd to stand when all the pasidons move. 
Hard to awake the eye that pasdon blinds. 
To rend and tear out his unhappy love. 
That cUngs so dose about our minds. 
And where th' enchanted soul so sweet a poison finds. 

Hard; but It may be done. Come, heavenly fire. 
Come to my breast, and with one powerful ray 
Mdt off my lusts, my fetters : I can bear 

Awhile to be a toiant here. 
But not be chain'd and prison'd in a cage of day. 

Heav'n is my home, and 1 must use my wings ; 
Sublime above the globe my flight aspires : 
I have a soul was made to pity kings. 

And all their Uttle gUti^ring things ; 
I have a soul was made forinfinite desires. 

Looi^d ftom the earth, my heart is upward flown : 
Faiewdl, my friends, and all that once was mine ; 
Nor, should you fix my feet on Caesar's throne. 

Crown me, and eall the world my own, 
The gold that binds my brows could n^er my soul confine. 
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1 am tlieL<nd'g, and Jenu ia my love; 
He, the dear God, shall fill my vast dedie. 
My flesh beiow ; yet I can dwell above. 

And nearer to my Saviour move: 
There all my soul shall centre, all my pow'rs conspiieu 

Thna I with angels live; thus half divine 
I nt on high, nor mind inferior joys : 
FQl'd ivith his love, I fed that God is mine ; 

His glozy is my great design ; 
That everlasting project all my thought employs. 



GOD'S ABSOLUTE DOMINION. 

I«OBJ>, when my thoughtful soul surveys 

Fire, air, and earth, and stars, and seas, 

I call them all thy slaves; 
CknnmisBion'd by my Father's will. 
Poisons shall cure, or balms shall kill ; 

Vernal suns, or Zephyr's breath 
May bum or blast the plants to death 

That sharp December saves ; 

1/Vhat can winds or planets boast 

But a precarious pow'r ? 
The sun Is all in darkness lost. 
Frost shall be fire, and fire be frost. 

When he appoints the hour. 

Lo, the Norw^ians near the polar sky 
Chafe their fnwen limbs with snow, 
Their frozen limbs awake and glow ; 

The vital flame, touch'd with a strange supply, 

K 
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RfklndlM, ftg theGod of life to ntgh ; 

He Udi the vital flood in wontad dreks flow. 

Cold steel expoe'd to iiortheiii air. 
Drinks the meridian Airy of the midnierht bear, 

And bums th' unwary stiangar there. 

£nquire, my soul, of andcnt fkme. 
Look back two thousand years, and see 
Th' Assyrian jninoe tnmsfonn'd a biute. 
For boasting to be absdute : 

Once to his court theGod of Israel came, 
A King more absolute than he. 
I see the Aimaceblaie with rage 
Sevenfold: I see amidst the flame 
Three Hebrews of inmunrtal name; 

They move, they walk across the burning stage 

Unhurt and feariess where the tyrant stood 
A statue ; fear oongeal'd his blood ; 
Nor did theraging dement dare 
Attempt tiidr garments or their hair ; 

It knew the Lord of nature there. 

Nature, compell'd t>y a superior cause. 
Now breaks her own eternal laws. 
Now seems to break them, and obey* 
Her Sovereign King in dlfiierent ways. 
Father, how bright thy glories shine I 
How broad thy kingdom, how divine I 

Nature, and miracle, and f)ste^ and chanoe are tiiine. 

Hence tram my heart ye idols flee. 
Ye sounding names of vanity I 
No more my lips shall sacrifice 
To chanoe and nature, tales and lies : 
Creatures without a God can yidd me no supplies. 
What is the sun, or what the shade. 
Or frosts, or flames, to kill or save ? 
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His favour b my life, h\a lips pronounce me dead ! 
And as his awfiil dictates bid, 
£arth is my mother, or my grave* 



THE INFINITE. 

SOMJE seraph* lend your heavenly tongue* 

Or harp of golden string. 
That I may raise a lofty song 

To our Eternal King. 

Thy names, how infinite they be ! 

Great Everlasting One I 
BoundlcBi thy might and majesty. 

And unconfin'd thy throne. 

Thy glories shine of wondrous size. 
And wondrous huge thy grace; 

Immortal day breaks firum thine eyes. 
And Gabriel veils his fiw& 

Thine essence b a vast abyss. 

Which angels cannot sound. 
An ocean of infinities 

Where all our thoughts are drown'd. 

The my series of creation lie 

Beneath enlighten'd minds* 
Thoughts can ascend above the sky. 

And fly before the winds. 

Reason may grasp the massy hUls, 
And stretch finppi pole to pole ; 

But half thy name our spirit fiUs, 
And overloads our souL 
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In vain our haughty rason swells* 
For nothing's found in thee 

But boundless inoonodvables. 
And vast eternity. 



CONFESSION AND PARDON. 

AiiAB, my aching heart ! 
Here the keen torment lies ; 
It radcs my waking hours with smart» 
And ftights my slumbering eyes. 

Guilt will be hid no more* 
My griefs take vent apace* 
The crimes that blot my conscience o'er 
Flush crimson in my fiux. 

My sorrows* like a flood* 
Impatient of restraint* 
Into thy bosom* O my God* 
Pour out a long complaint 

This imidous heart of mine* 
Could once defy the Lord* 
Could rush with violence on to sin 
In presence of thy sword. 

How often have I stood 
f . A rebd to the skies* 
The calls* the tenders of a God* 

And nuarcy's loudest cries ! 
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He o£Ren all hfai grace, 
And all his heaven to me; 
OfEen ! but 'tia to aenaeliesi1inun« 
That cannot fisel nor ae& 

JS8D8 the Saviour stands 
To court me from above. 
And looks and spreads his wounded hands. 
And shows the {uints of love. 

tiut i, a sensdesB fool, 
How long have 1 withstood 
The blessings purchaafd with his soul. 
And paid for all in blood? 

The heav*nly Dove came down 
And iender'd me his wings 
To mount me upwards to a cnown. 
And bright immortal things. 

Lord, I'm asbam'd to say 
That I reftrfd thy Dove, 
And sent thy Sidrit grieved away, 
To his own realms of love. 

Lord, 'tis against thy fitce 
My sins like airows rise. 
And yet, and yet (O matchless grace ! ) 
Thy thunder lUent lies. 

O shall I never fed 
The meltings of thy love ? 
Am I of such hell-harden'd steel 
That mercy cannot move ? 
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Now tor one powerftil glance. 
Dear Saviour, firtmi thy face ! 
This rebd-heart uo more withstands. 
But links beneath thy gncep 

Ceroome by dying love I SaSL, 
Here at thy croei I lie ; 
And throw my flesh, my soul, my all. 
And weep, and love, and die. 

« Rise," says the Prince of Mercy, " rise,' 
With Joy and pity in his qres, 
** Rise, and behold my wounded veins. 
Here flows the blood to wash thy stains. 

<* See my great Father reconciled :" 
He said. And lo, the Father, smU'd ; 
The joyful cherubs dapp'd thdr wings. 
And sounded grace on all their strings. 



YOUNG MEN AND MAIDENS, OLD MEN AND 
BABES, PRAISE YE THE LORD. 

Psalm ozlviii. 12. 

Sons of Adam, bold and young. 

In the wild mases of whose vdns 

A flood of fiery vigour reigns. 
And wields your active limbs with hardy rinews strung; 

Fall prostrate at th' eternal throne 

Whence your precarious pow'rs depend ; 
Near swell as if your lives were all your own. 

But choose your Maker for yourfriend ; 

His ftvour is your life, his aim is your support, 
Hb hand can stretch your days, or cut yourminutes short. 
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Vuginit who roll your artAil eyes. 

And ihoot delidous danger thenoe ; 

Swift the lovdy Ugbtning flies. 

And melts our reason down to sense; 
Boast not of those withering charms 

That must yidd their youthful gnoe 

To age and wrinkles, earth and worms: 
But love the Author of your smiling flu* ; 
That heav'nly Bridegroom claims your Idooming hours ; 

O make it your perpetual care 

To please that Everiasting Fair; 
His beantifes axe the sun, and but the shade is yourSi 

Infiuts, whose diflierent destinies 
Are wove with threads of different size; 
Bat from the same spring-dde of tean. 
Commence your hopes, and joys, and fears, 
(A tecUous train ;) and date your following years : 
Break your flnt silence in his praise 

Who wrou^rht your wondrous frame: 
With sounds of tenderest accents raise 

Toung honours to his name ; 
Andoonaecmte your early days 

To know the pow'r supreme. 

Te heads of venerable age. 

Just marching off the mortal stage. 

Fathers, whose vital threads are spun 
As long as e'er the glass of life would run. 

Adore the hand that led your way 
Through iow'ry fields, a fUr long summei's day ; 
Gasp out your soul in praises to the Sovereign pow'r 
That set your west so distantfrom your dawning hour. 
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THE COMPARISON AND COMPLAINT. 

Infinitb Power, eternal Lord* 

How mmnSgn b thy hand ! 
All natiixe me V obey thy word. 

And moves at thy cominand* 

With steady coune thy shining sun 

Keeps his appointed way ; 
And all the hours obedient run 

The circle of the day. 

But ah! how wide my spirit flies. 

And wanders firam her God ! 
My soul forgets the heavenly piiie. 

And treads the downward road. 

The raging fire, and stonny sea. 

Perform tliine awful will. 
And every beast and every tree 

Thy great designs fulfil; 

WhUe my wild pasdons rage within. 

Nor thy commands obey; 
And flesh and sense, enslaved to sin. 

Draw my best thoughts away. 

Shall creatures of a meaner frame 

Pay aU thdr dues to thee ? 
Creatures, that never knew thy name. 

That never lov'd like me 1 

Great God, create my soul anew. 

Conform my heart to thine; 
Melt down my will, and let it flow. 

And take the mould divine. 



SACRBO TO DBYOTIOlf. 41 

Scke my whole tmauB into thy hand : 

Here all my pow*!* I teing ; 
Manage the wheeb by thy command* 

And govern every spring. 

Then shall my feet no man dqiart. 

Nor wand'ring senses love ; 
Devotion shall 1w all my heart* 

And all mypasrionslove. 

Then not the sun shall more than I 

HisMaker^s law perform, 
Nor tmvel swifter through the sliy* 

Nor with a seal so warm. 



GOD SUPREME AND SELF-SUFFICIENT. 

What is our God, or what his name. 
Nor men can learn, nor angels teach; 

He dwells conoeal'd in radiant flame. 
Where m&ther eyes nor thoughts can reach. 

The spadous worlds of heav'nly light. 
Compared with liim, how short they fall ! 

They are too darlc, and he too bright. 
Nothing are they, and God is all. 

He spolcethe wondrous word, and lo, 

Creadon rose at his command : 
Whirlwinds and seas their limits know. 

Bound in the hollow of his hand. 
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There TCsts tiie euth, then rallB the tphcRa, 
There nature leaos* and ftdt her prop: 

Bat his own actf^affidenfle bean 
The weight of his own gloriee up. 

The tide of creatuxei ebbe and flows, 
Meanuing their changes bjr thie moon : 

No ^b his aea of glory knows; 
His age is one eternal Boon. 

Then fly, my song, an endless round, 
The lofty tune let Michael raise; 

All nature dwell upon the sound. 
But we can ne'er fulfil the pndse. 



LOOKING UPWARD. 

Thb heavens invite mine eye, 
The stars salute me round ; 

Father, I blush, I mourn to lie 
Thus grovslUi^ on the ground. 

My warmer spirits move, 
. And make attempts to fly ; 
I wish aloud for wings of love 
To raise me swiftand high. 

Beyond those ciTStal vaults. 
And all their sparkUng balls ; 

Thejr're but the porches to thy ooorts. 
And paintings on thy walls. 



SACBXD'TO DEVOTION. 48 

Vain world, fluewdl to yon ! 

Heaven is my native $Sir : 
I bid my friends a short adieu. 

Impatient to bethere. 

I fed my powers rdeast 

From thor old fleaby dod; 
Fair guardian, bear me up In haste 

And aet me near my God. 



CHRIST DYING, RISING, AND REIGNING. 

H 8 dies! the heavenly Saviour dies I 

The tidings strike a doleful sound 
On my poor heart-strings : deep he lies 

In the cold caverns of the ground. 

Come, saints, and drop a tear or two. 

On the dear bosom of your God, 
He shed a thousand dn^ for you, 

A thousand drops of richer blood. 

Here's love and grief beyond degree. 

The Lorlof Glory dies for men ! 
But lo, what sudden joys I see I 

Jesus the dead revitres again I 

The rinng God fonakes the tomb. 

Up to his Father's court he flies ; 
Cherubic legions guard him home, 

And shout him wdoome to the skies. 
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Break off your tears, ye nints, and tdl 
How hiffh our Great Deliverer xeSgns, 

Sing how he ipoil'd the hocts of • hell. 
And led the montter Death in chaini. 

Say, live for ever, wondrous King I 
Born to redeem, and strong to save I 

Then ask the monster, Where's thy sting ? 
And Where's thy victory, boasting grave ? 



THE DAY OF JUDGMENT. 

AN ODC. 
Attempted in the English Sapphic. 

Whin the fierce north wind with his airy forces 

Rears up the Baltic to afoaming fury ; 

And the red lightning, with a storm of hidl« oomes 

Rushing amain down ; 

How the poor sailors stand amaz'd and tremble ! 
While the hoarse thunder, like a bloody trumpet. 
Roars a loud onset to the gaping waters. 

Quick to devour them. 

Such shall the noise be, and the wQd disorder, 
(If things eternal may be like those earthly,) 
Such the dire terror when the great archangid 

Shakes the creation ; 

Tears the strong [hilars of the vault <rf heaven. 
Breaks up old marble, the repose of princes ; 
See the graves open, and the bones aridng^— 

Flames all anmnd them I 



) 
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Haik, the thrill outcries of the gofltf wretchei ! 
Uivdj bright honor and amaciag anguiih 
Stue through their efdidf, whOe the living word Ues 

GiuiwlDg within them. 

Thoughts, like old vultuietf prey upon their heart-«tring«« 
And the imart twinges, when the ejre beholds the 
Laftf Judge fxowidng, and a flood of vengeance 

Rolling albre him. 

St(9 here, my fancy : (all away, ye honid 

Doleful ideas:) come, arise to Jesus ! 

How he sits, God-Uke ! and the saints around him 

Thran'd, yet adoring ! 

O may 1 rit there when he comes triumphant, 
Doondng the nations ! then ascend to glory, 
WhOe our Hosannas all along the passage 

Shout the Redeemer. 



THE SONG OF ANGELS ABOVE. 

Eabth has dettdned me prisoner long, 

And I'm grown weary now : 
My heart, my hand, my ear, my cougue. 

Therms nothing here for you. 

IVd in my thoughts I stretch me down. 
And upward glance mine eyes ; 

Upward, my Father, to thy throne. 
And to my native skies. 
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There the dear man, my SavUmr, aita. 
The God, how bright he ahlnea 1 

And acatters infinite delighta 
On all the happy minda. 

Seraphs with elevated itxaina 

dicte tlie throne around. 
And move andchann the atarty pWna 

With an immortal aound. 

Harlt, how beyond the nArrow bounda 

Of time and space they run. 
And speak in moat majeadc aounda. 

The Ciodhead of the Son. 

How on the Father's bieaat he Uy, 

The darling of his soul. 
Infinite years before the day 

Or heavens began toroU. 

And now they sink the lofty tone, » 
And gentler notes they play. 

And bring th* Eternal Godhead down 
To dwell in humble clay. 

O sacred beauties of the Man I 

(The God resides within;) 
His flesh all pure, without a stain. 

His soul without a sin. 

Then, how he look'd, and how he smll'd. 
What wondrous things he s^d I 

Sweet cherubs, stay, dwdl here awhile. 
And tell what Jesus did. 
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At hia command the blind awakci 

And feel the gladsome rays ; 
He bids the dumb attempt to speak. 

They try their tongues in praise. 

He shed a thousand blessings round 

Where'er he tum'd his eye ; 
He spoke* and at the sov'rdgn sound 

The hellish legions fly. 

Thus while with unambitious strife 

Th' ethereal minstrels rove 
Through all the labours of his life. 

And wonders of his love ; 

In the fuU choir a broken string 

Groans with a strange surprise; 
The rest in silence mourn their King, 

That bleeds, and loves, and dies. 

Seraph and saint, with drooiong wings. 

Cease thdr harmonious breath ; 
No blooming trees, nor bubbling springs. 

While Jesus sleeps in death. 

Then all at once to living strains 

They sununon every chord. 
Break up the tomb, and burst his chains, 

And show thdr rising Lord. 

Around the flaming army throngs 

To guard him to the skies. 
With loud Hosannas on their tongues. 

And triumph in thdr eyes. 
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In awful state the oonqueiiiig Ood 
Aacends his ihlniiig throng 

While tunrful angdi Mmnd abroad 
The vtetaarles he has won. 

Now let me riie, and j(dn their ion«r« 

And bean angel too; 
My heart, my hand, my e«r, my tongue* 

Here's joyful work for you. 

I would begin the mnaic here. 
And to my soul should rise : 

Oh, for some heavenly notes to bear 
My spirit to the skies 1 

There, ye that love my Saviour, At, 
There I would fain have place. 

Amongst your thrones, or at your feet. 
So I might see his face. 

1 am oonfin'd to earth no more. 
But mount in haste above. 

To bless the Ood that I adore. 
And sing the man I love. 



THE FAREWELL. 

Dbad be my heart to all bdow. 
To mortal Joys and mortal cares; 

To sensual bUss that eharms us so 
Be dark nOnc eyes, and deaf mine cars. 
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Hoe 1 renounce my curnal taste 

Of the fair fruit that dnnen prise : 
Their paradiae shall never waste 

One thought of mine, hut to despise. 

All earthly Joys are over-welgh'd 

With mountains of vexatious care ; 
And Where's the sweet that is not laid 

A bait to some destructive snaxe ? 

Begone for ever, mortal things ! 

Thou mighty mole-hill, earth, fluewell I 
Angds aspire on lofty wings. 

And leave the globe for ants to dwelL 

Come, heaven ! and fill my vast derires. 

My soul pursues the soVrdgn good ; 
She was all made of heavenly fires. 

Nor can she live on meaner food. 



SOVEREIGNTY AND GRACE. 

Thb Loid, how fearful is his name I 
How wide is his onmmand ! 

Nature, with all her moving frame. 
Rests on his mighty hand. 

Immortal glory forms his throne. 

And light his awful robe ; 
Whilst -ysiih a smile, or with a firown. 

He manages the globe. 
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A waA of his aLnSghty bnath 

Can fwdl or dnk the mm* 
Build the vast empira of the cartii. 

Or break them a* he ploue. 

Adoring angds rotmd him fUl 

In all their shining fiinns. 
His soverdgn eye looks through them all« 

And plties-nuntal warmiL 

His bowels, to our worthless race. 

In sweet oompasalon move; 
He clothes his looks with softest grace. 

And takes his title. Love. 

Now let the Lord for ever reign. 

And sway us as he will. 
Sick, or in health, in ease, or pain. 

We are his fkvourites stilL 

No more shall peevish passitm rise. 
The tongue no mose complain ; 

'Tis sovereign love that lends our joys. 
And love resumes agidn. 



THE LAW AND GOSPEL. 

" CUB8T be the man, tor ever cum. 
That doth one wilAil sin commit ; 

Death and damnation tor the Ant, 
Without relief, and inilnlte." 
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Thus Sinai roan; and round the earth 
Thunder, and Are, and voigcanoe flingi ; 

Bat, Jeiiu, thy dear gaqdng breath. 
And Calvary, aay gentler thingiL 

** Pardon, and gnux, and bonndleH love. 

Screaming along a Saviour's blood. 
And life, and joys, and crowni above, 

Dear^purchas'd by a bleeding God." 

Hark, how he prays, (the charming sound 
DwdlB on his dying Upe,) '•Foigive!'' 

And every groan and gaidng wound 
Cry, " Father, let the rebels live !" 

Go, you that rert upon the law, 

And toil, and seek salvation there ; 
Look to the flames that Moses saw. 

And shrink, and tremble, and despair. 

But I'll retire beneath the cross. 

Saviour, at thy dear feet I lie ; 
And the keen sword that justice draws. 

Flaming and red shall pass me by. 



SEEKING A DIVINE CALM IN A RESTLESS 

WORLD. 

<( o mens, qius stabili fata ngi» vioe," &c. 

CAsnilKB, Book III. Od. 88. 

Etxbnai. mind, who rul'st the £ates 
Of dying realms, and rising states. 
With one unchang'd decree; 
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While we admire thy vastafhin. 
Say, can our little txifling cares 
Affnd a tmile to thee ? 

Thou acatterest honours, crowna, and gold ; 
We fly to seize, and fight to hold 

The bubble* and the ore : 
So emmets struggle fora grain ; 
So boys their petty wan maintain 

For shells upon the shore. 

Here a vain man his sceptre breaks. 
The next a broken sceptre takes. 

And waniors win and lose: 
This rolling world wiU new stand, 
Plundez'd and snatch'd from hand to hand. 

As power decays or grows. 

Eardi's but an atom ; greedy swords 
Carve it amongst a thousand lords. 

And yet they can't agree : 
Let greedy swords still fight and slay, 
I can be poor: but. Lord, I pray. 

To At and smile with thee. 



HAPPY FRAILTY. 

" How meanly dwells th' immortal mind I 

How vile these bodies are! 
Why was a clod of earth design'd 

T* enclose a heavenly star ? 
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'« WeakooCta^ where our aoulfl ndde ! 

Thii flesh a totCzing wall ; 
With fi%htfal bicachM gajdng wide 

The boildiiig hends to ftlL 

" All round it ■tanna of trouble blow. 

And waves of aorrow roll: 
Cold waves and winter storms beat through. 

And pain the tenant aouL 

*'Alas! how fiail our stater said 1; 

And thus went mourning on. 
Till sudden fnxa the cleaving sky 

A gleam of gloiy shone. 

My soul all felt the glory come. 

And breath'd her native air ; 
Then she remember'd heaven her home. 

And she a inisoner here. 

Straight she began to change her key. 

And joyAil in her pains. 
She sang the f nJlty of her day. 

In pleasurable strains. 

*' How weak the pris'n is where 1 dwell ! 

Flesh but a tottering wall. 
The breaches certainly foreed. 

The house must shortly fUl. 

" No more, my friends, shall I complain. 

Though aU my heart-sttings adie ; 
Wdoome, disease, and every pain. 

That makes the cottage shake ! 
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'* Now let the tempert blow aU round. 
Now swell the siuges high. 

And beat this house of bondage down. 
To let the stranger fly. 

*' I have a nuunon built above. 

By the eternal hand ; 
And should the earth's old basis move 

My heav'nly house must stand. 

*' Tes, for 'tis there my Saviour reigns, 

(I long to see the God,) 
And his inmiortal strength sustains 

The courts that cost him blood.". 

Hark ! from on high my Saviour calls : 
" I come, my Lord, my love !" 

Devotion breaks the prison walls. 
And speeds my last remove. 



LAUNCHING INTO ETERNITY. 

It was a brave attempt I advenlfnms he, 
Who in the first ship broke the unknown sea ; 
And, leaving his dear native shares behind. 
Trusted his life to the Ikentious wind. 
I see the surging brine: the tempest raves : 
He on the pine-plank rides across the waves, 
Exuldng on the edge of thousand gaping graves ; 
He steers the winged boat, and shiflts the sails. 
Conquers the flood, and manages the gales.* 

* Illi robnr et as triplex 

Clrc» pectus erat, fte. Hon I. t. 
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Such is the loni that leaves this moital land, 
FeaxleBB when the gteat Master gives oommand. 
Death is the stonn : she smiles to hear it nar. 
And bids the tempest waft her fma. the shore: 
Then with a sldlfal helm she sweqps the seas. 
And manages the raging sttxrm with ease ; 
(Her fidth can govern death) she spreads her wings 
Wide to the wind, and as shes^Qs she sings, 
And loses by degrees the sight of mortal things. 
As the shores lessen, so her joys arise, 
The waves roll gentler, and the tempest dies ■■ 
Now vast eternity fills all her sight* 
She floats on the broad deep with infinite ddighe. 
The seas forever calm, the skies for ever bright. 



A PROSPECT OF THE RESURRECTION. 

How long shall Death, the tyrant, reign i 

And triwnph o'er the just ; 
While the rich blood of martyrs slain 

lies mingled with the dust? 

When shall the tedious night be gone ? 

When will our Lord i^ipear ? 
Our fond derires would pray him down. 

Our love embrace him here. 

Let fUth arise and cUmb the hiUs, 

And from afiur descry 
How distant are his chariot wheels. 

And tell how fast they fly. 
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Lo, I behold the acatt'riag shades. 
The dawn of heaven appears* 

The sweet imnufftal morning sprasds 
Its blushes xoond the sphc 



I see the Lord of glory come. 

And flaming gtuurdsazonnd; 
The skies divide to make him room. 

The trumpet shalics the ground. 

1 hear thevdce,** Ye dead, arise!" 

And lo, the graves obey. 
And waking saints with joyful eyes 

Salute th' expected day. 

They leave the dust, and on the wing 

Rise to the middle air. 
In shining garments meet thdr King, 

And low adore him there. 

O may my humble spirit stand 
Amongst them clotfa'd in white ! 

The meanest place at his right hand 
Is infinite delight. 

How will our joy and wonder rise, 

When our returning King 
Shall bear us homeward through the skies 

On loveTs triumphant wing ! 
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DEVOTION AND THE MUSE. 

O WBT is piety to weak, 

And yet the mnie to stroDg ? 
When shall these hateful fetters break 

That have ocmfin'd me long ? 
Inward a glowing heat I fed, 

A spark of heav'nly day ; 
But earthly vapours damp my zeal. 
And heavy fled) drags me the downward way. 

Faint are the efforts of my wHl, 
And mortal passion dianns my soul astray. 
Shine, thou sweet hour of dear rdeasc. 
Shine tram the sky. 
And call me high 
To n^ngle with the dioirs of glory and of bliss. 
Devotion there begins the fli^t. 
Awakes the song, and guides the way } 
There love and zeal divine and bright 
Trace out new regions in the world of light. 
And scarce the boldest muse can follow or obey. 

I'm in a dream, and fancy nlgns. 
Spreads she her gay ddusive scenes ; 

Or is the vision true i 
Behold Rdigion on her throne. 
In awAil state descending down. 
And her dominions vast and bright within my spodous 
view. 
She smiles, and with a courteous hand 
She beckons me away ; 
I fed mine airy powers loosen ttom the cumbrous clay. 
And with a joyful haste obey 
Religion's high command. 

M 
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What lengths and hcigbts anddeptba unknown I 
BrcMbd ftdds with blooming gUny town. 
And seal and ikies and ftan horown. 

In an unmearai'd sphere ! 
What heavens of joy, and light serene. 
Which nor the rolling son has seen. 
Where nor the roving muse has been 

That greater trmveOer ! 
A long fioewell to all bdaw, 
FaieweU to all that sense can show. 
To golden scenes and llow'ry fields. 
To all the worids that&ncy builds. 

And all that poets know. 
Now the swift transports of the mind 
Leave the fluttering muse beh >nd. 
A thousand loose IMndazic plumes fly scattering down the 
wind. 
Amongst the clouds I lose my breath. 

The rapture grows too strong : 
The feeble ppw'n diat nature gave 
Faint, and drop downward to the grave ; 
Receive their fidl, thou treasurer of death ; 
I will no more demand my tongu;. 
Till the gross oigan wdl refln'd 
Can trace the boundless flights of an unfettcai'd mind. 
And raise an equal song. 



AD DOMINUM NOSTRUM ET SERVATOREM 
JESUM CHRISTUM. 

ODA. 

Tc, gimnde numen, oorporis inoida, 
Te, magna magni progenies patris, 
Nomen venndum nostri Jesu 
Vox, dthane, caluni sonabunt. 
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Apcentur auro gnmdtiona Mm, 
Ctaristi tzlumiduM indpe barbite, 
Fractosque terrares Averni, 
Yictum Erelmin, domitanique mortem. 

ImmenM vastM hbcuU drculos 
Volvfoe, bUndo dum patrii in ainfi 
Toto Aruebfttur Jehovah 
Gaudla mille blbeni Jenu ; 

Donee ropemo vidit ab asthere 
Adam cadentem, tartara hianda, 
UnAque mergendos rulnft 
Heu nimtum miteroe nepotei : 

Vidit minace» vindids angeli 
Ignet et enaem, tdaque languine 
Tingenda nostra, dummpinn 
Spe ftemuere Ereboa monstra. 

Commota Mcms viiccm prodnus 
SeniAre flammaSf Qmnipotena ftuor 
Ebullit, immenaique amovis 
iEtheream calet igne pectus. 

*< Non tota prorsus gens hominum dabie 
Host! tzlumphos : quid patiis et labor 
Duldsque imago ? num peribunt 
Fundittts 7 O prius astra cacia. 

" McTgautur undis, et redeat chaos : 
Aut ipse disperdam Satann dolos, 
Aut ipse disperdar, et isti 
Soeptm dabo modeiunda dextro. 
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" Tettor patemum numen, ct hoc ci^ut 
.^uale teitor ;" Dixit; etaBtheris 
IncUnat ingens cnlznen, alto 
DeriUltque roens Olympo. 

M artak oorpus imager indoit 
Aituaque noitrMt hen tenuei nSxnls 
Nimiique viles I vimfidque 
Corda dedic foAenda feno, 

Vitamque nunrtl; proh dolar ! O gnva 
Tonandi ins I O lex latls aspeia I 
Meroeaque peccad aevem 
Adamici, vedtiqae fructtta. 

Non poena lenii I qud ruia Impotena I 
Qu6 muaa ! laigaa fandeie lachiymat, 
Biutique divinl tziumphos 
Sacillcigo temcare fletu ? 

Sepone queitus, beta Deum cane 
M ajore chonUL Paalle loiKnitia 
Ut fieneas mortis cavanas 
£t rigldam penetmvit aulam. 

Soiafoe numen icgna fenlia, 
Muglt bamthnim, oontiemuit chaot, 
DirCiin fivmebat rex Gehenna, 
Perque luam tremelrandus orcuin. 

Ut^reftagit. " NU agli impie, 
Metgat vd imii te Phkyethon vadit. 
Hoc Andet undai fulmen :" Inqvdt, 
Ee patriot jaculatui Ignet, 
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Tnjedt hostem. Nigra sOentla 
UmbraBqae fi*iww*« sethereos pavent 
Dudum peroMB, exquooonuoo 
Pned^tes ceddere coelo. 

Imnume rugit jAm toidtru ; fragar 

Lectaeqiie dedgnau gend 
Tartara disjidimtar antria. 

Hdc strata pa»rim vincula* et hdc jaoent 
Unci cruentii tormina mendum 
In^aa; pUnratuque vasto 
Spicula toon ribi adcmpta plangit. 

En, ttt resoxgit victor ab ultimo 
Ditis prafundot curribui anreis 
Astricta raptans monstnt noctis 
Fodomitumque Erebi tyiannum. 

Quanta angelorum gaudia jubilant 
Victor patemum dum repetit polum ? 
En quails aidet, dum bead 
Limina scandit ovans Olympl ! 

** lo triumphe" plectra seraphica, 
** lo triumphe" grex hominum sonat, 
Dum beta quaquaversus ambos 
Astra repercudunt trlumphos. 
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SUI-IPSIUS INCREPATIO. 

KPIORAMMA. 

CoRPO&B CUT hem, Wattn ? cur iaodl» ttn» ? 

Quid cuida indignum, mens habitare lutuzn ? 
Te caro mllle malia premit ; hinc juven« gnvat utiu 

Languor, et hinc vegetus crimina aanguli alit. 
Cunt, amor, ira, dolor mentemmalfetotrahlt; auoe|M 

Undlque adest Satanai reda neva itraens. 
Susfdce ut sethoetim dgnant tlAA nudbui aitra. 

Tramitem, et aiila vocat parta cruore DeL 
Te manet Uriel dux ; et tibi lubjide alas 

Stdlatas seraidiln ofEldosa cohon. 
Te supemOm chorus optat amans, te invltat Jesus, 

" Hue ades et nostro tempora conde sinO." 
Vei6 amat Ule lutum qoem nee dolor aut Satan aroet 

Inde, nee allidunt angdus, astra, Deus. 



EXCITATIO CORDIS C(ELUM VERSUS. 

IG94. 

Hsu quod s&da terls caroere corporis, 
Wattd? quldrefu^limenetexitum? 
Nee mens aethereum culmen, et atria 

Magni patris anh^tat ? 

Corpus vile creat mille molestias, 
Circum oorda volant et dolor, et metus, 
Peooatumque malls durius omnibus 

Caacas insidlas strait. 
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Non hoc grata dM gaudla de folo 
Suigunt : Christus abaec^ delicbe tu», 
I.oi^.Cliri<tui abest, inter ec angdo* 

^ Et picta astre perambulans. 

* Codi suimni peeas, nee jaculabitur 
liacunda tonans fulmina; te Dens 
Hortator; Vacuum tende per a&a 

Pennas nunc homini datas. 



BREATHING TOWARD THE HEAVENLY 
COUNTRY. 

CA8IMIRB, BOOK T. OO. 19. IMITATED. 

Vrit me pairue decoTt 4«. 

The beauty of my ziative land 

Inmuntal love intpirei ; 

I bum, I bum with strong desires. 
And dgh, and wut the high oammand. 
There glides the moon her shining way. 
And shoots my heart thro' with a silver ray. 
Upward my heart aspires : 

A thousand lamps of golden light 
Hung high, in vaulted azure, charm my adght, 
And wink and beckon with their amorous fires. 
O ye fUr glories of my heavenly home, 
Bright centinels who guard my Father's court. 

Where all the happy minds resort, 

When will my Father's chariot come ? 

• Vide Horat. lib. i. Od. 8. 
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Must ye for ever walk the ethereal round. 
For ever see the mourner Ue 
AnexUeoftheaky, 
A prlaoDflr of the ground ? 
Descend some shining servants from on high, 
BuUd me a hasty tomb } 
A grassy tuif wlU raise my head; 
The neighbouring liUes dress my bed ; 

And shed a sweet perAime. 
Here I put ofF the chains of death. 

My soul too long has wcnrn : 
Friends, I forUd one gmaning breath. 

Or tear to wet my urn ; 
Raphael, behold me all undrest. 
Here gently lay this flesh to rest ; 
Then mount, and lead the path unknown. 
Swift I pursue thee, flaming guide, on pinions of my own. 



CASIMIRI EPIGRAMMA 100. 

In Sanctum Ardalionein qui, ex Mimo Christiaaus factu, 
' Martyrium passu* est. 

Aroalio sacros detidet car m i n e rltus, 

Festaqne non fequA voce theatia quatit, 
Audlit Omnipotens, «• Non est opus," inquit, " hiuko 

Fulmine; tamfacilem, gratia, vince virum.** 
Deseiit ilia polos, et deserit iste theatrum, 

Et tered sacrum volvit in ense caput, 
'< Sic, ilc," inquit, '* abit nostrae commlia vitse ; 

Terra vale I ccdum plaude ! tyranne fieri !" 
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CNOIiIBHXO. 

On Saint Ardalio, who from a 8tage>player became a 
Chtiatian, and enfliered M arty rdom. 

Ardalio jeers, and in his comic strains 
The mysteries of our bleeding God proQuies, 
While his loud laughter shakes the painted scenes. 

Heaven heard, and straight around the smoking throne 
The kindling lightning in thick flashes shone. 
And vengeful thunder muzmnred to be gone. 

Mercy stood near, and with a smiling brow 
Calmed the loud thunder, *' There^s no need of you ; 
Grace shall descend, and the weak man subdue." 

Grace leaves the skies, and he the stage fonakes. 
He bows his head down to the martyring axe, 
AndashebowB, this gentle ikrewell speaks: 

" So goes the comedy of life away ; 

Vain earth, adieu I heaven will applaud to-day ; 

Sti1kc!> co u rteous tyrant, and conclude the play." 
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T%0ybOMrifw Poem* qf thi» Book atepeeuHartif 
decUeatedtoDMne Looe, * 

THE HAZARD OF LOVING THE CREATURES. 

Whbrb'ar my flutt'ring paarions rove, 

I find a lurking anare ; 
'Tis dangerous to let loote our love 

Beneath th' Eternal Fair. 

Souls whom the tie of friendship Unds» 

And partners of our blood« 
Seize a large portion of our minds, 

And leave the less for God. 

Nature has soft but powerful bands. 

And reason she controls ; 
While children with thdr litde hands 

Hang closest to our souls. 

• Different ngea have their different airs and fashions of 
writing. It was much more the fashion of the age, when 
these poems were written, to treat of Divine sabjeets in 
the stjrle of Solomon's Bong than it is at this daj, which 
ivill afford some apolo^ for the writer in his jtmuger 
yean. [The Editor has, in this portion of the Tolume, li- 
berally availed himself of the rig-ht of omission whieh hie 
plan affbrded him. In ezeludia|p aconsiderabloAamber of 
those metrical imitations of the myitio divines which fol- 
low ia former editions, he believes he is consulting" a prin- 
oiple more entitled to respeet than the taste peenliar to 
any single agre. Pure as was the mind of Dr. Watta— and 
Its parity was equal to the lucid elearnese of his seylc— 
he has, in many of these pieees, made so bold a nee of the 
sensible imag>ery proper to amatory verse, that while the 
unspiritual reader is apt to lln^r, If not finally to rest. In 
tne mere external sense, there is no small danger, at least 

perienee a ftellng bordering on disgust.J 
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ThoughtlflH tbef act th' old aerpent's put ; 

What tempdi^ things they be ! 
Lord, how they twine about ofor heart* 

And draw it off fivm thee I 

Our hasty mtiIIb nuh blindly on 

Where rldng paaion rolls» 
And thni we make our fietten strong 

To Mud our slavish souls. 

Dear Saviour, break these fetters off. 

And act our spirits free ; 
Thou in thyself art bliss oiough. 

For we have all in thee. 



THE HEART GIVEN AWAY. 

If love, that pleasing power, can rest 

In hearts so hard as mine. 
Come, gentle Saviour, to my breast. 

For all my love is thine. 

Let the gay wwld, with treacherous art, 

Allure my eyes in vain ; 
I havecoQvey'd away my heart. 

Ne'er to return again. 

I fed my wannest passions dead 
To all that earth can boast: 

This soul of mine was never nuuie 
For vanity and lust. 
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Now 1 can fix mjr thoughts above. 

Amidst thdr flattering (duurms. 
Till the dear Lord that hath my love 

Shall call me to his amu. 

So Gabriel, at hia King's command. 

From yon celesdal hUl, 
Flies downward to our worthless land> 

His soul points upward stiU. 

He glides alnag by mortal things. 
Without a thought of love. 

Fulfils his task, and spreads his wings. 
To reach the realmsabovcsi 



MUTUAL LOVE STRONGER THAN DEATH. 

Not the rich world of minds above 
Can pay the n^hty debt of love 

I owe to Chri«t my God: 
With pangs which none bat he could feel 
He brought my guilty soul from hdl : 
Not the first seraph's tongue can tell 
The value of his blood. 

Kindly he sdz'd me in his arms. 

From the false Avorld's pernicious charms 

With force divinely sweet ; 
Had I ten thousand lives my own. 
At his demand. 
With cheerftU hand. 
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I'd pay the vital treasure down 
In hourly tributes at his feet. 

But, Saviour, let me taste thy grace 

With every fleeting breath : 
And through that heaven of pleasure pass 

To the cold arms of death ; 
Thai I could lose successive souls 

Fastas the minutes fly ; 
So bUlow after billow rolls 

To kiss the shore, and cUe. 



LOVE ON A CROSS, AND A THRONE. 

Now let my fidth grow strong, and rise. 
And view my L<nrd in all his love; 

Look back to hear his dying cries. 
Then mount and see his throne above. 

See where he languish'd on the cross. 
Beneath my sins he groan'd and died ; 

See where he sits to plead my cause 
By his Almighty Father's side. 

If I behold his bleeding heart> 
There love in floods of sorrow reigns, 

He triumphs o'er the killing smart. 
And buys my pleasure with his pains. 

Or if I climb th' eternal hills 

Where the dear Conqueror ritsenthron'd. 
Still in his heart compassion dwells. 

Near the memorials of his wound. 

N 
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How Shall a pwdon'd rebd show 
How much I love my dying Crod ? 

Lord, here I banish every foe, 
I hate the dns that ooet thy blood. 

I hold no more commerce with hell. 
My dearest liuts shall all depart; 

But let thine image ever dwell 
Stampt as a seal upon my heart. 



A PREPARATORY THOUGHT FOR THE 
LORD'S SUPPER. 

In imitation of Isaiah, Iziil* 1, 8, 3. 

WHAT heavenly man, or lovdy God, 
Comes marching downward from the sides, 

Anay'd in garments roll'd in blood. 
With joy and pity in his eyes ? 

The Lord I the Saviour I yes 'tis he, 
I know him by the smiles he wears : 

Dear Glorious Man that died for me, 
Drench'd deep in agoides and tears ! 

Lo, he raveaU his shining breast ; 

I own those wounds, and I adore : 
Lo, he prepares a royal feast. 

Sweet fruit of the sharp pangs he bore ; 

Whence flow these favours so divine ? 

Lord, why so Utvlsh of thy blood ? 
Why for such earthly souls as mine. 

This heav'niy flesh, this sacred food ? 
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*Twas his ovim love that made him bleed. 
That niA'd him to the cuzMd tiee ; 

*Twas hiB own love this table spread 
For sodi tmworthy worms as we. 

Then let us taste the Saviour's love, 
Come, faith, and feed uixm the Lord : 

With glad consent our lips shall move. 
And sweet Hosannas crown the board. 



CONVERSE WITH CHRIST. 

I'M tir'd with visits, modes, and forms. 

And flatteries paid to fdlow-worms : 
Their conversation cloys ; 

Thdr vain amours and empty stu£F; 

But I can ne'er enjoy enough 
Of thy blest company, my Lord, thou life of all my joys. 

When he begins to tell his love. 
Through every vein my passions move. 

The captives of his tongue : 
In midnight shades, on frosty ground, 
I could attend the pleasing sound. 
Nor should 1 fed December cold, nor think .the darkness 
long. 

There, while I hear my Saviour God 
Count o'er the rins (a heavy load) 
He bore upon the tree. 
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Inward I blush with secret shame. 
And weep and love and bless the nan&e 
That knew not guilt nor giief his own, but bare it all for 
nxe. 

Next he describes the thorns he wore. 
And talks tads bloody passion o'er. 

Till I am drown'd in tean : 
Yet with the s]rmpathetic smart 
There's a strange joy beats round my heart ! 
The cursed tree has blessings In't my sweetest halm it 
bears. 

I hear the glorious sufferer tdl. 
How on his cross he vanquish'd helL 

And all the powers beneath ; 
Transported and inspii'd, my tongue 
Attempts his triumphs in a song ; 
*' How has the Serpent lost his sting, and Where's thy vie - 
tory. Death ?" 

But when he shows his hands and heart. 
With those dear prints of dying snuut* 

He sets my soul on fire : 
Not the beloved John could rest 
With more delight upon that breast, 
Nw Thomas pry into those wounds with more intense de- 
sirep 

Kindly he opens me his ear. 

And bids me pour my sorrows there. 

And tell him all my pains : 

ITius while I ease my burden'd heart : 

In every woe he bean a part. 

His arms embrace me, and his hand my drooping head sus- 
tains. 
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Fly from my thoughts, all human diinga. 
And sporting swains, and fighting kings. 

And tales of wanton love: 
My soul disdains that little snare. 
The tangles of Amira's hair : * 
Thine arms, my God, are sweeter bands, nor can my heart 
remove. 



GRACE SHINING, AND NATURE FAINTING. 

Solomon's Song, i. S, ii. 5, and tI. 6. 

TsLL. me, fairest of thy kind, 
Tell me. Shepherd, all divine. 
Where this fUnting head reclin'd 
May relieve such cares as mine: 

Shepherd, lead me to thy grove ; 
If burning vsxm infect the sky 
The sick'ning sheep to covert fly. 
The sheep not half so fidnt as I, 

Thus overcome with love. 

Say, thou dear Sovereign of my breast. 
Where dost thou lead thy flock to rest: 
Why should I appear like one 
Wild and wand'ring all alone, 
Unbeloved and unknown ? 

• To sport with Amaryllis in the shade, 
Or with the tangles of Nesera's hair. lycidas. 
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my great Redeemer, say. 
Shall I turn my feet astray ; 

Will Jesus bear to see me rove. 
To see me seek another love ? 

1 cannot bear the thought, that he 
Should leave the sky. 

Should bleed and die. 
Should love a wretch so vile as me 
Without returns of pasdon for his dying woimd. 

His eyes are gloiy mix'd with grace ; 
In his delightAil awftil face 
Sits majesty and gentleness. 
So tender is my bleeding heart 

That with a frown he kills ; 
His absoice is perpetual smart. 
Nor is my soul refin'd enough 
To bear the beaming of his love, 

And feel his wanner smiles. 
Where shall I rest this drooping head ? 
I love, I love the sun, and yet I want the shade. 

My sinking spirits feebly sttive 

To endure the ecstasy ; 
Beneath these rays I cannot live. 

And yet without them di& 
None knows the pleasxire and the pain 
That all my inward powers sustidn. 
But such as feel a Saviour's love, and love the God agidn. 

Turn, turn away thine eyes. 
Ascend the azure hills, and shine 
Anumgst the happy tenants of the skies. 
They can sustain a idsion so divine. 
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O turn thy lovdy glories from me. 
The joys are too intense, the glories overcome me. 

Dear Lord, fingive my rash oomplahit. 
And love me still 
Against my froward wQl ; 

Unveil thy beauties, though I faint. 

Send the great herald from the sky. 

And at the trumpet's awful roar 

This feeble state of things shall fly. 

And pain and pleasure mix no more : 

Then shall I gaze with strengthen'd sight 

On glories infinitely bright. 
My heart shall all be love, my Jesus all ddight. 



ASCENDING TO HIM IN HEAVEN. 

'TIS pure delight, without alloy, 

Jesus, to hear thy name ; 
My spirit leaps with inward joy, 

I feel the sacred flame. 

My passions hold a pleasing rogn. 
While love inspires my breast ; 

Love, the divinest ct the train. 
The sov'reign of the rest. 

This is the grace must live and sing. 
When faith and fear shall cease. 

Must sound from every joyful string 
Through the sweet groves of bliss. 
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Let Uiie immortal tdce my day : 

Let love xefine my blood : 
Her flamei can bear my soul away» 

Can bring me near my God. 

Swift I aaoend ibe heavenly place. 

And hasten to my home, 
I leap to meet thy kind emtarace^- 

I come, O Lord, I come. 

Sink down, ye separating hQIs, 
Let guilt and death remove, 

TU love that drives my chariot-wheels. 
And death must yidd to lov& 



THE DEATH OF MOSES. 

SWKKT was the journey to the sky 

The wondrous prophet tried : 
** Climb up the mount," says God, " and die C 

The prophet clim'd and cUed. 

Softly his fisindng head he lay 

Upon his Maker's breast* 
His Maker kiss'd his soul away. 

And laid his flesh to rest. 

In God's own arms he left the breath 

That God's own Sjdrit gave ; 
His was the noblest road to death. 

And his the swtetest grave. 
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HOPE IN DARKNESS. 

Yet, gauAofu God* 

Yet will I seek thy smiling ftoe : 

What though a short eclipse his beauties shroud 

And bar the influence of his zajrs* 
"Tis but a morning vapour* or a summer doud : 
He is my Sun though he refuse to shine ; 

Though for a moment he depart 

I dwell for ever on his heart. 
For ever he on mine. 

Dear Sovereign, hear thy servant pray. 

Bend the blue heavens. Eternal King, 

Downward thy cheerful grnoes bring ; 
Or shall I bieathe in vain, and pant my hours away ; 
Break, glorious Brightness, through the gloomy veil: 

Look how the armies of despair 

Alofft thdr sooty banners rear 

Round my poor captive soul, and dare 

Pronounce me prisoner of hell : 

But Thou, my Sun, and Thou, my Shield, 

Wilt save me in the bloody field. 
Break, gknious Brightness, shoot one glinuneilng xay. 

One glance of thine creates a day. 

And drives the troops of hell away. 

Haiqiy the time*— but ah ! those times are gone 

When wondrous power and radiant grace 
Round the tall arches of the topple shone. 
And mingled their victorious rays : 
Sin, with all its ghastly train. 
Fled to the deeps of death again. 
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And gmiUng triumph sat on every face; 
Oar BpSrits raptui'd with the right. 
Were all devotion, all delight. 
And loud Hoeannas sounded the Redeemer's fvaise. 
Here I oould say, 
(And point the place vvhereon 1 stood) 
Here I enjoy'd a visit half the day. 
From my descending God : 
I was regal'd with heavenly Cue, 
With ftnit and manna ftom above ; 
Divindy sweet the blendngs were 
Whilemy Emmanuel wu there: 
And o'er my head 
The Conqueror spread 
The banner of his love. 

Then why my heart sunk down so low? 
Why do my eyes dissolve and flow. 

And hopeless nature mourn ? 
Review, my soul, those pkaiing days. 
Read his unalterable grace 
Through the displeasure of his fkoe. 

And wait a kind return. 
A father's love may raise a firown 
To chide thechUd, to prove the wfOk, 

But love wiU ne*er destroy ; 
The hour of darkness is but riiort. 
Faith be thy life, and patience thy sui^wn* 

The morning brings the jvy. 
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COME, LORD JESUS. 

Whbn shall thy glorious face be seen ? 

When sbaU our eyes behold our God ? 
What lengths of distance lie between. 

And hlUs of guilt, a heavy load I 

Our months aie ages of delay, 
Andslowly every minute wearB : 

Fly, winged time, and roll away 
Theae tedious rounds of sluggish years. 

Ye heavady gates, loose all your chains ; 

Let the eternal pillars bow : 
Blest Saviour, cleave the stany plains. 

And make the crystal mountains flow. 

Hark, how thy saints unite their cries. 
And pray and wait the general doom : 

Come Thou, the Soul of all our joys. 
Thou, the Desire of nations, oome. 

Put thy bright robes of triumph on. 
And bless our eyes and bless our ears. 

Thou absent Love, thou dear Unknown. 
Thou Fairest often thousand fairs. 

Our spirits shake their eager ivings. 
And bum to meet thy flying throne ; 

We rise away from mortal tilings 
T* attend thy shining chariot down. 

Now let our cheerful eyes survey 
The blazing earth and melting hills. 

And smile to see the lightnings play. 
And flash along before thy wheels. 
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O f<ff a thout of violent joys. 

To join the trumpet's thundeiiaflr souiul ! 
The angd herald shakes the skies. 

Awakes the graves, and tears the ground. 

Ye slumb'ilng saints, a heavenly host 
Stands waiting at your gaidng tombs ; 

Let every sacred sleeping dust 
Leap into life, for Jesus comes. 

Jesus, the God of might and love. 
New moulds our limb* of cumVrous clay ; 

Quick as seraphic flames we move. 
Active and young, and fiix as they. 

Our airy Itetwith unknown flight 
Swiftas the motions of darire. 

Run up the hills of heavenly light, 
And leave the wdt'ilng world in fire. 



GOD EXALTED ABOVE ALL PRAISE. 

Etjernal Power I whose high abode 
Becomes the grandeur of a God; 
Infinite length beyond the bounds 
Where stars revolve their little rounds. 

The lowest step above thy seat 

Rises too high for Oabrid's feet. 

In vain the tall archangel tries 

To reach thy height with wond'ilngeycB. 
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Thy dacKling beauties whilst he sings 
He hides his fSue behind his wings ; 
And ranks of shining thnmes around 
Fall worshipiMng, and spread the gnmnd. 

Lord, what shall earth and ashes do ? 
We would adore our Maker too ; 
From sin and dust to thee we cry, 
•* The Great, the Holy, and the High I" 

Earth from a&r has heard thy fiune. 
And worms have learnt to lisp thy name ; 
But O, the glories of thy mind 
Leave all our soaring thoughts behind. 

God is in heaven, and man below ; 
Be short, our tunes; our wonJs be few ; 
A sacred reverence checks our songs. 
And praise sits silent on our tongues. 



Tibi silet, O Dens.— Pgalm xW. 1. 
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, BOOK II. 



SACRED 

TO 

VIRTUE, HONOUR, AND FRIENDSHIP. 



nro JOHN LOCKE, ESQ. 
Ketired from Bnainew. 

Anobls are made of heavenly things. 
And Ught and love our souls compose, 
Thdr Uiss within thdr bosom springs. 

Within their bosom flows. 
But narrow minds sdll make jHcCenoe 
Tosearch the coasts of flesh and sense. 
And fetch diviner pleasures thence. 
Men are akin to etherial forms. 
But they belie their nobler birth. 
Debase their honour down to earth. 

And claim a share with worms. 

He that has treasures of his own 
May leave the cottage or the throne. 
May quit the globe, and dwell alone 

Within his spadous mind. 
Locke hath a soul wide as the sea. 
Calm as the night, bright as the day ; 
There may his vast ideas play. 

Nor fed a thought confined. 
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TO JOHN SHUTE. ESQ., 

AFTKRWAK08 LOIU> BARRINOTON, 

On Mr. Loeke's dangerous Sickness, some time after he had 
retired to stndjr the geriptares. 

And must the nuui oi wondrous mind 
(Now his rich thoughts are just relin'd) 

Forsake our longing eyes i 
Reason at length submits to wear 
The wings ci Faith; and lo> they rear 
Her chariot high, and nobly bear 

Her prophet to the skies. 

Go* fiisnd, and wait the prophetli flight* 
Watch if his mantle chance to light. 

And seise it for thy own : 
Shttte is the darling of his yean. 
Young Shutehis better likeness bean; 
All but his wiinkies and hb haln 

Are copied in his son. 

Thus when our follies or our faults 
Call for the pity of thy thoughts. 

Thy pen shall make us wise : 
The sallies ct whose youthful wit 
Could pierce die British fogs with light. 
Place our trueinterast* in our sight. 

And open half our eyes. 

* The Interest of England, written by Mr. Shnte. 
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TO MR. WILLIAM NOKES. 

FRIENDSHIP. 

Friendship, tbou charmer of the mind. 

Thou sweet deluding ill. 
The brightest minute mortaU find. 

And sharpest hour we feel. 

Fate has divided all our shares 

Of pleasure and of pain ; 
In love the comforts and the cares 

Are mix'd and join'd again. 

But whilst in floods our sorrow rolls. 

And drops of joy are few. 
This dear delight of mingling souls 

Serves but to swdl our woe. 

Oh ! why should bliss depart in haste. 

And Mendship stay to moan ? 
Why the fond passion cling so fast. 

When every joy is gone ? 

Yet never let our hearts divide. 

Nor death dissolve the chain : 
For love and joy were once allied. 

And must be join'd again. 



TO NATHANIEL GOULD, ESQ. 

'Tis not by splendour, or by state. 

Exalted mien, or lofty gait. 

My muse takes measure of a king : 
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If wealth, or hdght, or bulk will do. 
She cAlls each monntain of Peru 

A nunc majertlc thing. 
Frown on me, friend, if e'er 1 boast 
O'er fUlow-minda endav'd in day. 
Or swdl when I shall have engrost 
A laiger heap at shining dust. 
And bear a bimrer load of eardi than they. 
Let the vain world salute me loud. 
My thoughts look inward, and foiget 
The sounding names of high and great. 
The flatteries of the crowd. 

When Gould commands his ships to run 
And search the traffic ct the sea. 
His fleet o'ertakes the falling day. 
And bears the western mines away. 
Or richer sjdces from the rising sun : 
While the glad tenants of the shore. 
Shout and pronounce him senator,* 

Yet still the man's the same : 
For wdl the happy merchant knows 
The soul with treasure never grows. 
Nor swells with airy fame. 

But trust me, Gould, 'tis lawful fnlde 
To rise above the mean controul 
Of flesh and sense, to which w^k tied ; 
This is ambition that becomes a souL 
We steer our course up through the skies ; 
Farewell this bairen land : 
We ken the heavenly shore with longing eyes. 
There the dear wealth of spirit lies. 
And beckoning angds stand. 

• Memberof parliament for frport in Sussex. 
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TO DR. THOMAS GIBSON. 

THB LJVB OF SOULS. 

Swift as the •on revolves the day. 

We hasten to the dead. 
Slaves to the wind we puffawajr* 

And to the ground we tread. 
'Tls air that lends us lift, when fint 

The vital bellows heave : 
Our flesh we bonow of the dust ; 
And when a mother's care has nursed 
The babe to manly sise, we must 

With usury pay the grave. 

Rich juleps drawn from precious ore 

Stilltend the dying flame : 
And plants and roots, of barbarous name, 

Tom from the Indian shone. 
Thus we support our tot^ring flesh. 

Our cheeks resume the rose afresh. 
When bark and sted play well their game 

To save our dnking breath. 
And Gibson, with his awful power. 
Rescues the poor precarious hour 
From the demands oi death. 

But art and nature, powers and charms. 
And drugs, and recipes, and forms. 
Yield us, at last, to greedy worms 

A desidfcable prey ; 
I'd have a life to call my own, 
lliat shall depend on heaven alone ; 

Nor idr, nor earth, nor sea 
Mix their base essences with mine. 
Nor cUUm dominion so divine 

To give me leave to be. 
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Siue therms a mind wUUn, thafeicigiis 
O'er the dull cunent of mjr vdiu; 
I fed Che Inward pulaebeat hig^ 
With vig'rous tanmortaUtjr. 
Let earth resume the flesh it gave. 
And breath dkKdve amongst the winds ; 
Gibson, the things that fear a grave. 
That I can lose, or 70a can save. 
Axe not akin to minds. 

We claim acquaintance with tlie ddei. 
Upward our spirits hourly rise. 

And there our thoughts employ: 
When heaven shall rign oar gnnd 
We are nostmngexs to the place. 

The business, or the joy* 



FALSE GREATNESS. 

Mylo, forbear to call him blest 
That only boasu a large estate. 
Should all the treasures of the west 
Meet, and conspire to make him great 
I know thy better thoughts, I know 
Thy reason can't descend so low. 
Let a broad stream, with golden sands. 

Through all his meadows roll. 
He's but a wretch, with all his lands. 

That wears a narrow souL 

He swells amidst his wealthy store. 
And proudly poiring what he weighs, 
In his own scale he fondly lays 
Huge heaps of shining ore. 
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He tpiaidB die bftlance wide to iMdd 

Hia manonwid hie ftnni. 
And dnat the beuns witlk load* (tf gold 

He hngB between his anna. 

So might tile plongta-boy cUmb a tree. 

When CroesoB mounts his throne. 
And botii stand np, and smile to see 

How long thcdr shadow's grown. 
Alas I how vain their fimdes be 

To think that shape their own ! 

Thus mingled still with wealth and state, 
Cnesus himself can never know ; 
His true dimensions and his weight 
Are fiu- inferior to their show. 
Were I so tall to reach the pole. 
Or gnup the ocean with my span, 
I must be measured by my soul: 
The mind's the standard ctibe man. 



TO SARISSA, 
AN BPI8TLS. 

BsAB np, Sarissa, through the rufiting storms 
Of a vain vexing world: tread down the cares, 
Thoae rugged thorns tiiat lie across the road. 
Nor spend a tear upon them. Trust the Muse, 
She sings experienc'd truth: this briny dew. 
This rain of eyes will make the brian grow. 
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We tmvd tbxougb a deiert, and our feet 
Have meaBored a fidr ipaoe, have left behind 
A thousand dangen* and a thouiand maie*. 
Well 'scaped. Adien, ye honon of the daric. 
Ye finished Uboun, and ye tedious toils 
Of days and hours : the twinge of real smart. 
And the false tenors of iU-boding dreams 
Vanish together, be alike forgot, 
For ever blended in one common grave. 

Farewell, ye waxing and ye waning moons. 
That we have watch'd behind the flying douds 
On ni^hlf 8 dark hill, or setting or ascending. 
Or in meridian hdght: then silence zcign'd 
O'er half the wwld ; then ye beheld our tears. 
Ye viritnefla^d our complaina, our kindred groans, 
(Sad harmony !) while with your beamy horns 
Or richer orb ye nlver'd o'er the green 
Where trod our feet, and lent a feeble light 
To mourners. Now ye have f ulfill'd your round. 
Those hours are fled, fareweUL Months that are gone 
Are gone for ever, and have borne away 
Each his own load. Our woes and sorrows past. 
Mountainous woes, still lessen as they fly 
Far off. So billows in a stormy sea. 
Wave after wave (a long succession) roll 
Beyond the ken of right : the sailors safe. 
Look far astern till they have lost the storm. 
And shout their bdsterous joys. A gentler muse 
Sings thy dear safety, and commands thy cares 
To dark oblivion ; buried deep in night 
Lose them, Sarissa, and assbt my song. 

Awake thy voice, sing how the slender line 
Of Fate's immortal Now cUvides the past 
From all the future, with eternal bars 
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Fortriddinganturn. The past tanpouions 
No man •bftU vex tu; eveiy grief we fed 
Shortens the deettned number : every pulae 
Beats a sharp moment of the pain away. 
And the hut stroke will come. By swift degrees 
Time sweeps us off, and we shall soon arrive 
At life's sweet period: O celestial point 
That ends this mortal story ! 

Butif a glimpse of Ught, witb flattering ray, 
Bkcaks through the doods of life, or wandering Are, 
Amidst the shades invite your douhtful feet. 
Beware the dancing meteor; faithless guide, 
That leads the lonesome pilgrim wide astmy 
To bogs, and fens, and pits, and certidn death ! 
Should vicious pleasure take an angel form 
And at a ^stance rise, by slow d^^iees. 
Treacherous, to wind hersdf into your heart, 
Stand firm aloof; nor let the gaudy phantom 
Too long allure your gaze : the just ddight 
That heaven indulges lawful must obey 
Superior powers: nor tempt your thoughts too fkr 
In slavery to sense, nor swdl your hope 
To dang'rous size : If it approach your feet. 
And court your hand, forbid th' intruding joy 
To sit too near your heart : Still may our souls 
Claim kindred with the skies, nor mix with dust 
Our better-bom affections : leave the gbbe, 
A nest fur worms, and hasten to our home. 

O there are gardens of th' immortal kind, 
That crown the heavenly Eden's rising hills 
With beauty and with sweets ; no lurking mischief 
Dwells in the fruit, nor serpent twines the boughs ; 
The branches bend laden with life and bliss 
Ripe for the taste, but 'tis a steep ascent : 

p 
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Hold Cut the golden ctaidn«* lee down firom heav'nt 

'Twin help your ftec and wings ; I fed Iti force 

Dnw upwards; fastcn'd to the pearly gate 

It guides the way unening : Happy doe 

Through this dark wild ! 'Twas wisdom's noblest work> 

All joined hy Power Divine, and every link is love. 



TO MR. T. BRADBURY. 

PARADISK. 

YovttQ as I am, I quit the stages 
Nor will I know th' applauses of the age ; 
Farewell to growing fame. I leave below 

A life not half worn-out with cares^ 
Or agonies, or years; 

I leave my country all in tears, 
But Heaven demands me upward, and I dare to go. 

Amongst ye, friends, divide and share 
The remnant of my days. 

If ye have patience, and can bear 
A long fifitigue <tf life, and drudge through all the noe. 

Hark, my hit guardian chides my stay. 

And waves his golden rod : 
'* Angd, I come, lead on the way:" 

And now by swift dcigrees 
I sail aloft through asure seas. 

Now tread the milky road: 
Farewdl, ye pUnets, in your spheres ; 
And as the stars are lost, a tnighter sky appears. 

• The Goipel. 
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In luMe for PanuUae 
I Btietch the fdnknu of a bolder dumglit: 

Scaree had I will'd, hat 1 wai put 
Deaerei of tmckleas light and an th' edieiial wastes 

And to the aacied hoiden brought ; 
There on the wing agnard of chembi lies. 

Each waves a keen flame as heflies» 
And weQ defimds the walls from aicgcs andsaprlse. 

With pleasing rev'rence I behold 
The pearly portals wide unfold ; 
Enter, my soul, and view th' amaaing scenes ; 
Supported by the flying mus^ 
Now let thy roving wonder loose 
(Ver aU the empyreal plidns. 
Noon stands eternal here: here may thy sight 
Drink in the rays of primogenial light ; 
Here breathe immortal air : 
Joy must beat high in ev'ry vein. 
Pleasure through all thy bosom reign ; 
The laws forbid that stranger, pain. 
And banish every care. 

See bow the bubbling springs of love 

Beneath the throne arise; 
The streams in crystal channels move. 
Around the golden streets they rove. 
And bless the mansions of the upper skiesi 
There a fidr grove of knowledge grows. 
Nor sin nor death infects tiie fruit ; 
Young lift hangs fresh on aB the boughs. 

And springs from ev^ not ; 
Here may thy greedy senses ftest 
While ecstacy and health attends on every taste. 

With ibe lUr prospect chann'd I stood; 
Fearless I feed on the delidons fare. 
And 6rink profuse salvation from the diver flood. 
Nor can excess be there. 
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In ncnd order rang'd along* 

Sainti neir-rdflU'd by death 
Join the bold lenph'i warbling breath* 

And aid th' immortal long* 
E^ach has a vdcethat tones his strings 
Tomightjr sounds and mighty things* 

Things of everiastlng wdght* 
Soundi like the sttfter vioL* sweet. 

And, like the trumpet strong. 
Divine attention hdd my soul* 
I was all ear ! 
Through all my powers the heavenly aooents roU* 
I long'd and wlsh'd my Bradbury there ; 
*' Could he but hear these notes*** I sidd* 
" His tuneful soul would never bear 
The dull imwlnding of life's tedious thread. 
But bunt the vital cords to reach the happy dead." 

And now my tongue prepares to j(dn 
The harmony* and with a noble aim 

Attempts th' unutterable name* 
But fiunts confounded by the notes divine : 
Again my soul th' unequal hooour sought* 

Again her utmost force she brought. 
And bow'd beneath the burden of the unwieldly thought 

Thrice I essay'd, and fainted thrice ; 
The immortal labour strained my feeble fhune* 
Broke the bright vision, and dissolv'd the dream ; 

I sunk at once and lost the skies : 

In vain I sought the scenes of light 

RoUing abroad my longing ^es. 
For all around them stood my curtains and the night. 
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STRICT RELIGION VERT RARE. 



I'm borne aloft» and leave the crowd, 

1 sail upon a morning doud 

Skirted with dawning gold : 
Mine eyei beneath the opening day 
Command the globe with wide survey. 
Where ants in busy millions play. 

And tug and heave the mould. 

<* Are these the things (my passion cried) 
That we call men ? Are these allied 

To the fair worlds of light ? 
They have ras'd out thdr Maker's name, 
Grav'n on their minds v^th pointed flame 

In strokes divinely bright. 

** Wretches ! they hate their native skies ; 
If an ethereal thought arise. 

Or spark of virtue shine. 
With cruel force they damp its plumes. 
Choke the young fire with sensual fumes. 

With budnesB, lust, or wine. 

** Lo I how they throng with panting breath 

The broad descending road 
That leads unerrring down to death. 

Nor miss the dark abode." 
Thus while I drop atear or two 
On the wild herd, a noble few 
Dare to stray upward, and pursue 

The unbeaten way to God. 

p3 
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I meet Myrtilo mounting higb, 
1 know his candid aoul afiur: 
Here Dorylus and Thyrna fly 
Each like a tiaing Btar« 
Charin i aee and Fidea there, 
I see them help each other's flight* 

And bless them as they go ; 
They soar beyond my lab'ring sight. 
And leave their loads of mortal oaie. 

But not thdr love below. 
On heav'n, their home, they fix thdr eyes. 

The temple of their God : 
With morning incense up they rise 
Sublime, and through the lower skies 
Spread their perfumes abroad. 

Across the road a seraph flew, 
«« Mark (said he) that happy pair, 
Marriage helps devodon there : 
When kindred minds their God pursue 
They break with double vigour through 

The dun incumbent air." 
Charm'd with the pleasure and surprise 

My soul adores and sings, 
« Blest be the pow'r that springs thdr flight. 
That streaks thdr path with heavenly light. 
That turns thdr love to sacrifice. 

And joins thdr zeal for vfiDgn." 



IX) MR. C. AND MR. S. FLEETWOOD. 

Flkktwoods, young generous pair. 
Despise the joys that fools pursue; 
Bubbles are light and brittle too. 
Bom of the water and the idr. 
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Tried by a standard bold and jutt. 
Honour and gold, and pidnt and dut; 
How vUe the last Island as ndn the first! 
Things that the crowd call great and bmve* 
With me how low their valuers brought I 
TlUes and names, and life and breath. 
Slaves to the wind, and bom for death ; 
The soul's the only thing we have 
Worth an important thought. 

The soul I 'tis of th' Immivtal kind. 

Nor fonn'd of fire, or earth, or wind. 
Outlives the mould'ring corpse, and leaves the globe be- 
hind. 

In limbs of day though she appears, 
Array'd in rosy skin, and deck'd with cars and eyes. 

The flesh is but the soul's disguise, 
There^s nothing in her frame, kin to the dress she wears : 

From all the laws of matter free. 

From all we feel, from all we see 
She stands eternally distinct, and must for ever be. 

Rise then, my thoughts, on high. 
Soar beyond all that's made to die ; 
Lo ! on an awftd throne 
Sits the Creator and the Judge of souls. 
Whirling the planets round the poles, 
Winds off our threads of life, and brings our periods on. 
Swift the approach, and solemn is the day 
When this immortal mind. 
Script of the body's coarse array. 
To endless pain or endless joy 
Must be at once consigned. 

Think of the sands run down to waste, 
None we possess of all the past. 
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None Imt the preeent ia our own ; 
Grace ia not pkc'd within our pow'r, 
Til but one ihort, one ihining hour. 
Bright and declining aa a aetting aun. 
See the irhite minutea wing'd with haate : 
The NOW that iliea may he the laat; 
Scixe the aalvadon ere 'tis paat. 

Nor mourn the bkaaing gone: 
A thought's delay is ruin hcR, 
A cloalng eye, a gaapiug breath 
Shuta up the golden aoene in death. 

And drowna you in deqiair. 



TO WILLIAM BLACKBOURN, ESQ. 

CABIMIR, LIB. 11. OD, 2. IMITATJBD. 

QtuB te/ftt ecuuu modo bruma voBm, 4«. 

Mark how it anows ! how fiaat the valley fiUa ! 
And the aweet grovea the hoary garmenta wear; 
Tet the warm aun-beama bounding firom the hilla 
Shall melt the veil away, and the young green iqipear. 

But when old age haa on your templca died 
Her ailverfroat, there's no returning aun ; 
Swift fliea our autunm, awift our aummer'a fled, 
When youth, and love, and apring, and goUcnJoya 
are gone. 

Then cold, and winter, and your aged anow 
Stiek faat upon you ; not the rich army. 
Not the green garland, nor the rosy bough 
Shall cancel or conceal the melancholy grey. 
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The chase of pleasarM Is not worth ti\e pains. 
While the bright sands of health run wasting down ; 
And honour calls yov Arom the loiter scenes. 
To sea the gaudy hour tor ages of renown. 

'Tis but one youth, and short, that mortals have. 
And one old age dissolves our feeble frame ; 
But theic^s a heavenly art t? dude the grave. 
And with the hero-race Immortal kindred daim. 

The man that has his country's sacred tears 
Bedewing his cold hearse, has llv'd his day ; 
Thus* Bladcboum, we should leave our names our 

heirs; 
Old Time and waning moons sweep all the rest away. 



TRUE MONARCHY. 

1701. 

Thb liobig year bdidd th' imperious Gaul 
Stretch his dominion, while a hundred towns 
Crouch'd to the victor : but a steady soul 
Stands firm on itsown base, and leigns as wide. 
As absolute: and sways ten thousand slaves. 
Lusts and wild fancies widt a sovereign hand. 

We are a little kingdom ; but the man 
That chains his rebel will to reason's throne. 
Forms it a large one, whilst his loyal mind 
Makes Heaven Its council, fiom the rallB above 
Draws its own statutes, and with joy obeys. 
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'Tk not a trar^ of wdl-appointed guards 
Create a monarch, not a purple robe 
Djred in the people's blood; not all the crowns 
Or <*^ y1<"g tiars that bend about the head* 
Tho^ gUt with sun-beams and set round with stan. 
A monarch's he that conquers all his feazs* 
And treads upon them ; when he stands alone 
Makes his own camp; four guardian virtues widt 
His nightly slumbers, and secure his dreanxs. 
Now dawns the light ; he ranges all his thoughts 
In square battalions, bold to meet th' attacks 
Of time and chance, himself a num'nras host, 
AU eye, all ear, all wakeful as the day. 
Firm asa rock, and moveless as the centre. 

In vain the harlot. Pleasure, spreads her duums. 
To IuH his thoughts in luxury's fair lap 
To sensual ease, (the bane of Utde kings, 
Monarchs whose waxen Images of souls 
Are moulded into softness,) still his mind 
Wears its own shape, nor can the heavenly form 
Stoop to be moddell'd by the wild decrees 
Of the mad vulgar, that unthinking herd. 

He lives above the crowd, nor heaxi the noise 
Of wan and triumphs, nor regards the shouts 
Of popular andause, that empty sound ; 
Nor feels the flying arrows of reproach. 
Or spite or envy. In himself secure. 
Wisdom his tower, and conscience is his sUdd, 
His peace all inward, and his jojrs his own. 

Now mv ambition swdls, my wishes soar. 
This be my kingdom : sit above the globe. 
My rising soul, and dress thyself around 
And shine in virtue's armour, climb the height 
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Of wisdom's lofty castle, there reside 

Safe from the smiling and the frowning world. 

Yet once a-day drop down a gentle look 
On the great mole-hill, and with pitying eye 
Survey the busy emmets, round the heap 
Crowding and bustling, in a thousand forms 
Of strife and tcul, to purchase wealth and fune, 
A bubble or a dust : then call thy thoughts 
Up CO thyself to feed on joys unknown. 
Rich without gold, and great without renown. 



TRUE COURAGE, 

Honour demands my song. Foiget the ground. 
My generous muse, and sit amongst the stars I 
There nng the soul that, conscious of her birth, 
Uves like a native of the vital world. 
Amongst these dying clods, and bears her state 
Just to herself ; how nobly she mtdutains 
Her character, superior to the flesh. 
She wields her passiohs like her limbs, and luiows 
The brutal powers were bora but to obey. 

This is the man whom storms could never make 
Meanly complain ; nor can a flattering gale 
Make him talk proudly : he hath no derire 
To read his secret fate ; yet unconoern'd 
And calm could meet his unborn destiny. 
In all its charming or its frightful shapes. 
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He that unahxinldiig, and without a grotii. 
Bean the ftnt wound, may finish all the war 
With mere courageous sllenoe, and come off 
Conqucnnr: for the man that wdl oonoeals 
The heavy strokes of fiue^ he bears them weU. 



He, though the Atlantic and the nddland 
With adverse suiges meet* and rise on high 
Suspended 'twixt the winds, then rush amain, I 

Mingled with flames, upon his dngle head. 
And dottds and stars and Aunder, firm he stands. 
Secure of his best life — ^unhurt, unmoved — 
And drops his lower nature, bom for death. 
Then, fh>m the lofty castle of his mind. 
Sublime looks down, exulting, and surveys 
The ndns of creation; (souls alone 
Are heirs of dying worlds ;) a pierdng glance 
Shoots upwards from between his closing lids. 
To reach his birth-place, and without a sigh 
He bids his battered flesh lie gently down 
Amongst its native rubbish : whilst the sjurit 
Breathes and flies upward, an undoubted guest 
Of the third heaven, th' unruinahle sky. 

Thither, when fate has brought our willing souls. 
No matter whether 'twas a sharp rtiseaiif. 
Or a sharp sword that help'd the travellers on. 
And push'd lu to our home. Bear up, my friend. 
Serenely, and break through the stormy brine 
With steady prow ; know, we shall once arrive 
At the fidr haven of eternal bliss 
To which we ever steer; whether as kings 
Of wide command we've spread the spacious sea 
With a broad painted fleet, or row'd along 
In a thin cock-boat, with a little oar. 
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Theze let my native plank ahift me to land 
And 111 be happy : thus 111 leap aiboze, 
Joyftil and fearless, on th' immortal coast* 
Since all I leave is mortal, and it must be lost. 



TO THE KEY. MR. BENONI ROWE. 

THK WAY OF THB MULTITUDB. 

Rowx, if we make the crowd our guide 

Thnmgh li£^s uncertain road. 

Mean is the chase ; and wandering wide 

We miss the Immortal good; 
Tet if my thoughts could be confin'd 
To follow any leader-mind, 
l*d mark thy steps, and tread the same : 
Drest in thy notions I'd appear 
Not like a soul of mortal frame. 

Nor with a vulgar air. 

Men live at random and by chance. 
Bright reason never leads the dance. 
Whilst in the broad and beaten way 
O'er dales and hills from truth we stray ; 
To ruin we descend, to ruin we advance : 

Wisdom retires ; she hates the crowd. 
And with a decent scorn 
Aloof she climbs her steepy seat. 
Where nor the grave nor giddy feet 
Of the leam'd vulgar or the rude 

Have e'er a passage worn. 
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Mac haaud first b^gui the tack. 
Where ciutam leads her thousands blind. 

In willing chains and strong ; 
Thexe^ scaioe one bold, one noble mind, 
Daies tread the fttal eiror back ; 
But hand in hand ourselves we bind. 

And drag the age akn^. 

Mortals, a savage herd, and load 
As billows on a noisy flood 

In rapid order roll; 
Example makes the mischief good : 
WiA jocund heel we beat the road, 

Unheedful of the goaL 
Me let Ithuiid's < friendly wing 
Snatch from the crowd, and bear sublime 

To wisdom's lofty tower, 
Thence to survey that wretdied thing. 
Mankind; and in exalted rhyme 

Bless the delivering power. 



TO THE REV. MR. JOHN HOWE. 
1704. 

Great man, permit the muse to cHmb 

And seat her at thy feet. 
Bid her attempt a thought sublime. 

And consecrate her wit. 

• Ithariel it the name of an angcl in Milton's Paradise 
Lost. 
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I fed, 1 fed th* attractive Ibroe 

Of thy sapetior soul ; 
Mjr chariot flies her upward coune. 

The wheels divindy rolL 
Now let me chide the mean afEsirs 

And mighty toil of men : 
How they grow grey in trifling cares. 
Or waste the motions of the spheres 

Upon delights as vain ! 

A puff of honour fills the mind. 
And ydlow dust is solid good ; 
Thus, like the ass of savage kind. 
We snuff the breezes of the irind. 
Or steal the serpentfs food. 
Could all the choirs 
l*hat charm the poles 
But strike one doleful sound, 
'Twould be employed to mourn our souls* 
Souls that were finun'd of sprightly fires. 

In floods of folly drown'd. 
Souls made of glory seek a brutal joy ; 
How they disclidm thdr heavenly birth, 
Mdt thdr bright substance down with drossy earth. 
And hate to be refin'd from that impure alloy. 

Oft has thy genius rous'd us hence 

With devated song. 
Bid us renounce this world of sense, 
Kd us divide th' immortal prize 

With the seraphic throng : 
" Knowledge and love make spirits blest, 
Kirawledge thdr food, and love their rest ;" 
But flesh, th' unmanageable beast, 
Redsts the i^ty of thine eyes. 
And muric of thy tongue. 
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Then let the worms of gxovding mind 
Round the short joys of earthly kind 

In resdess windings roam ; 
Howe hath an ample orb of soul. 
Where shining wwlds of knowledge roll. 
Where, love, the centre and the pol«. 

Completes the heaven at home. 



THE DISAPPOINTMENT AND RELIEF. 

ViRTUK, pemdt my fancy to impose 

Upon my better pow'rs ; 
She casts sweet fallades on half our woes. 

And gilds the gloomy hours. 

How could we bear this tedious round 

Of waning moons and rolling years. 

Of flaming hopes and chilling fears. 

If (where no sovereign cure appears) 

No opiates could be found ? 

Love, the most cordial stream that flows. 
Is a deceitful good : 
Young Doris, who nor guilt nor danger knows. 

On the green margin stood, 
Pleas'd with the golden bubbles as they rose. 
And with more golden sands her fkncy pav'd the flood : 
Then fond to be entirely blest. 
And tempted by a faithless youth. 
As void of goodness as of truth. 
She plunges in with heedless haste, 
And rears the nether mud : 
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Duknen and naoMoiu dngi arise 
O'er tby iUr current, love, with large tttppUo 
Of pidn, to tease the heart, and sorrow for the eyes. 
The golden bliss that chann'd her sight 

Is dash'd, and drown'd, and lost : 
A spark, or glimmering streak at most. 
Shines here and there, amidst the night. 
Amidst the turbid waves, and gives a taint ddight. 

Reoover'd from the sad surprise, 

Doris awakes at last, 
Grofwn, by the disappointment, wise ; 
And manages with art th' unlucky cast; 
When the low'ring frown she spies 
On her haughty tyrant's brow* 
With humble love she meets his wrathllil eyes, 

And makes her soverdgn beauty bow t 
CheerftQ she smiles upon his grizly form ; 
So shines the setting sun on adverse skies, 

And paints a rainbow on the storm. 

Anon she lets the sullen humour spend. 

And with a virtuous book or Mend, 

Beguiles th' uneasy hours : 
Well-oolouring every cross she meets. 
With heart serene she sleeps and eats. 
She spreads her board with fancied sweets. 
And strews her bed with flow'rs. 



THE HERO'S SCHOOL OF MORALITY. 

Thbron, amongst his travels, found 
A broken statue on the ground : 
And searching onward as he went 
He trac'd a ruin'd monument. 

03 
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Mould, moM, and ihada had ovcigrowu 
The sculpture of the crumbling stone, 
Yet ere he pan'd, with much ado. 
He gneu'd, and ipeil'd out, Sci-pi-o. 

" Enough," he cried, " 111 drudge no moPe 
In turning the duU itoici o^er ; 
Let pedant! waste their hours of ease 
To sweat all night at Socrates ; 
And feed their boys with notes and rules. 
Those tedious recipes of sdiools, 
To cure ambition: I can learn 
With greater ease the great concern 
Of mortals; how we may despise 
AU the gay things below the skies. 

*' Methinks a mould'iing pynmdd 
Says all that the old sages said ; 
For me these shatter'd tombs contain 
More morals than the Vatican. 
The dust of heroes cast abroad. 
And kick'd and trampled in the road. 
The relics of a lofty mind. 
That latdy wars and crowns design'd. 
Tost for a jest from wind to wind. 
Bid me be humble, and forbear 
Tall monuments of fame to rear. 
They are but castles in the idr. 
The tow'ring hdghts, and frightful falls. 
The ruin'd heaps, and funerals. 
Of smoking kingdoms and their kings. 
Tell me a thousand mournful things 
In melancholy silence . . . He ^ 
That living could not bear to see 
An equal, now lies torn and dead ; 
Here his pale trunk, and there his head : 



BACRBO TO VIRTUK* &C. II] 

Grant Pompey ! while 1 medittte. 
With solemn horror, thy Mul ftte. 
Thy carcass, scatto'd on the shore 
Without a name, instructs me mora 
Than my whole libnuy befora; 

** Lie still, my Flutarch, then, and sleep. 
And you, good Seneca, may keep 
Your volumes dos'd for ever too, 
I have no further use for you : 
For when 1 fed my virtue fail. 
And my ambidous thoughts i«evail, 
I'll take a turn among the tcmibs. 
And see whereto all glory comes : 
There the vile foot of every clown 
Tramples the sons of honour down ; 
Beggars with awful ashes sport. 
And tread the Csesars in the dirt." 



FREEDOM. 

1697. 

** Tkmpt me no more. My soul can ne^er comport 

With the gay slaveries of a court : 

I've an averrion to those charms. 

And hug dear liberty in both mine arms. 

Go, vassal souls, go, cringe and wait. 
And dance attendance at Honorio's gate. 
Then run in troops before him to compose his state; 
Move as he moves, and when he Imters, stand : 

Shadows that wait on his command. 

Bend when he speaks, and kiss the ground : 

Go, catch th' impertinence of sovind ; 
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Adore the foUio of the great ; 
WaittUlhennila: butlo! the idol frown'd. 
And drove them to their fate; 

" Thus baae-born minds : but as for me, 

1 can and will be firee : 
Like a strong mountain, or some stately txee. 

My soul grows firm upright. 
And as I stand, and as I go. 

It keeps my body so ; 

No, 1 can never part with my creation-right. 
Let davcs and asses stoop and bow, 
I cannot make this iron knee 
Bend to a meaner power than that which formed it free." 

Thus my bold harp prafiudy play'd 
IMndaiical; then on a branchy shade 
1 hung my harp aloft, myself beneath it laid. 

Nature, that listen'd to my strain, 
Resum'd the theme, and acted it again. 

Sadden rose a whirling wind 

Swelling like Honorio proud. 
Around the straws and ftathen crowd. 

Types of a davish mind; 

Upwards the stormy forces rise, 

The dust flies up and climbs the skies. 
And as the tempest fdl th' obedient vapours sunk ; 
Again it roars with beUowiug sound. 

The meaner plants that grew around. 
The willow and the asp, tserabled and kiss'd the ground. 

Hard by there stood the iron tnmk 
Of an old oak, and all the storm defied ; 

In vain die winds their forocs tried. 

In vain they roar'd ; the iron oak 
Bow'd only to the heavenly thunder's stroke. 
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TRUE RICHES. 

I AM not concem'd to know 
What, to-morrow, fate will do: 
'TU enough that I can say, 
I've possessed myself to-day : 
Then, if haply midnight death 
Seize my flesh, and stop my breath. 
Yet to-morrow I shall be 
Heir to the best part of mci 

Glittering stones, and golden things. 
Wealth and honours that have wings. 
Ever fluttering to be gone 
I could never call my own : 
Riches tliat the world bestows. 
She can talce, and I can lose ; 
But the treasures that are mine 
Lie a&r beyond her line. 
When I view my spacious soul. 
And survey myself a whole, 
And enjoy myself alone, 
I'm a kingdom of my own. 

I've a mighty part within 
That the world hath never seen. 
Rich as Eden's happy ground. 
And with choicer plenty crown'd. 
Here, on all the shining boughs. 
Knowledge fair and useful grows ; 
On the same young flow'ry tree 
All the seasons you may see ; 
Notions in the bloom of light. 
Just disclosing to the sight ; 



114 1.YBIC PO>M8* 

Hefe are thoughtt of bogcr gmwdi. 
Ripening into nlid truth ; 
Fruits refin'df of nolik tMie ; 
Scisplu feed on mch npaat. 
Here* inagnmandflbady giov^ 
Straunf of pleasttte ndx vith lov« : 
There, beneath the nailing skies. 
Hills of contempUdon rise ; 
Now, upon some shining tapp 
Angela liglit, and call me up; 
I njcAct to raise my feet» 
Both R{jdce when there we meet. 

There are endless baauties mov^ 
Earth hath no resemblance finr; 
Nothing like them round the polie» 
Nothing can describe the soul : 
'TIS a region half unknown* 
That has treasures of its own ; 
Broader 'tis, and brighter £ur» 
Than the golden Indies are ; 
Ships that trace the wateqr atage 
Cannot coast it in an age ; 
Harts or horses, strong and fleets 
Had diey wings to help thdr feet* 
Could not run it half-way o^er 
In ten thousand days or more^ 

Tet the sUly wand'rlng mind. 
Loath to be too mudi ooiifin'd« 
Roves and takes her daily touxs» 
Coasting round the narrow shores- 
Narrow shores of flesh and sense 
Picking shells and pebbles thence ; 
Or she sits at Fancy's door. 
Calling shapes and shadows to heri 



SACRSD TO TIRTDS, &C. IIA 

Foxdgn vUts sUB neetvlng. 
And to kenelf a atranger liviag. 
Never, never, irouldshebuy 
Indian dust or Tyrian dye ; 
Never trade abroad for mate. 
If ihe saw her native store; 
If her inward wordi w«r« ksown 
She might ever Uve alone 



TO MR. NICHOLAS CLARK. 



THK COHPLAllTT. 

'TwAS in a vale where osiers grow 
By munu'ring streams we told oiir woe, 

And mingled all our cares : 
Friendship sat pleased in both our eyes, 
In both the weefring dews arise. 

And drop alternate tean. 

The vigorous monarch (tf the day. 
Now mounting half his morning way. 

Shone wltfa a fainter bright; 
Still sick'ning, and decaying still. 
Dimly he wander'd up the hill. 

With hbexpirlng light 

In dark eclipse his chariot roH'd, 
The queen of night obscui'd his gold 
Behind her table wheds : 
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Nature grew nd to low the day. 
The flow'ry vaki in mouxning lay. 
In mourning stood the hiUa. 

Such aie our aorrowB, Clark, I cried, 
Cloudi of the bzain gtaw black, and hide 

Our darkoi'd aouls behind ; 
In the young nunning of our yean 
Distempering fogs have clirnVd the spheres. 

And choke the laVring mind. 

Lo, the gay planet rears his head. 
And overlooks the lofty shade, 

New-bright'idng all the skies : 
But say, dear partner of my moan. 
When will our long eclipse be gone. 

Or when our suns arise ? 

In vain are potent herbs applied, 
HarmcmioUB sounds in vidn have tried 

To make the darkness fly : 
But drugs would raise the dead as soon, 
Or clattMng brass rdieve the moon 

When fainting in the sky. • 

Some friendly sidrit ftom above, 
Bom of the light, and nurst wilh love, 

Anlst our feeble flics ; 
Force these invading glooms away ; 
Souls should be seen quite through thelrday. 

Bright as your heav'nly choirs. 

* An allusion to th« well known accounts given by tra- 
vellers, of the euperetitious ceremonies, practised byun- 
eiviliied nations with the design of assisting the heavenly 
bodies, when labouring!: under eolipse. — Ed. 
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But if the tog$ mutt damp the flame« 
Gently, kind death, dinolve our fiame* 

Rdeaae die priaoner-mind : 
Our wuls ihaU mount, at thy diachaige. 
To their bright tooive, and ihlne at laifpe* 

Nor clouded, nor oonfin'd. 



TO THE 

RIGHT HON. LORD JOHN CUTS. 
At the Siege of Namur. 

THX HARDY 80LDIBR. 

** O WHY is man so tiioughdess grown ? 
Why guilty muIs in haste to die ? 
Vent'iing the leap to worlds unknown. 
Heedless toaims and bk)od they fly. 

" Are lives but worth a soldier's pay ? 
Why wHl ye join such wide extremes. 
And stake immortal souls, in play 
At desperate chance, and Uoody games? 

*' Valour 's a nobler turn of thought. 
Whose pardon'd guilt forUds her fears : 
Calmly she meets the deadly shot. 
Secure of life above the Stan. 

'* But fienry dansetenal ikte. 

And spun'd with honour's airy dreams. 
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fUn to attadi th' iofenttl gite. 
And fine ft vtmMgt to the flamo.' 



It 



Thua bov'ilng (/cr Naxnuxift's pUin»» 
Song hcftv'iily love to Gateid's fann, 
Toung Thiaao fAt die moving atzaina. 
And vow'd to pray before the itonn. 

Anon the thundering trumpet calli ; 
** Vowi are but wind*" the hero criei: 
Then iwean by heav'n, and scales the walls. 
Drops in the ditch, deq^aba and dies. 



TO MRS. a BENDISH. 

AOAIITBT TKARS. 
1699. 

Madam, persuade me tears are good. 
To wash our mortal cares away ; 

These eyes shall weep a sudden flood. 
And stream into a briny sea. 

Or if these orbs are hard and dry, 
(These orbs that never use to rain,) 

Some star direct me where to bUy 
One soverdgn drop for all my pain. 

Were both the golden Indies mine. 
^ I'd give both Indies for a tear : 
I'd barter all but whftt's divine: 
Nor shall I think the bargain dear. 
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But taan* Alas I are trifling things, 
ThejTTathar feed than heal our woe ; 

From trickling eyes new sordw springs. 
As weeds in rainy seasons grow. 

Thus weeidng uiges wecfdng <m : 

In vain our miseries hope relief ; 
For one drop calls another dovm, 

TUl we are drown'd in seas of grief. 

Then let these useless streams he stiUd, 

Wear nati\'e courage on your face : 
These vulgar things were nevo" made 

For souls of a superior race. 

If 'ds a rugged path you go. 

And thousand foes your steps surround. 
Tread the tnoms down, charge through the fbe : 

The haidest fight is highest crown'd. 



FEW HAPPY MATCHES. 

Sat, mighty love, and teach my song. 
To whom thy sweetest joysbdong. 
And who the happy pairs 
Whose jridding hearts, and joining hands, 
Find blessings twisted with their bands. 
To soften all their cares. 

Not the wild herd of nymphs and swains 
That thoughtless fly into the chains. 
As custom leads the way 
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If there be Ultt vittioat dcrign* 
Ivlei and (Mda may gnnr and twin^ 
And be as bkM as tfa^. 

Not nrdid soals of earthy mould 
Who drawn by Idndicd chamM of gold 

To dull embraoBB move : 
So two rich mountains of Peru 
May rush to wealthy mairiage too> 

And make a world of love. 

Not the mad tribe that hdl insjdieB 
With wanton flames ; thoseiac^ng fiiea 

The purer bliss destroy ; 
On iStna's top let fkuies wed, 
And sheets of lightning dress the bed 

1* improve the burning joy. 

Nor the dull pairs whose marble forma 
None of the melting passions waims. 

Can mingle hearts and hands; 
Logs of green wood that quendi the ooala 
Are married just like stoic souls« 

With osien for their bands. 

Not minds of melancholy strain* 
Stil silent, or that still complain. 

Can the dear bondage bless : 
As well may heavenly concerts spring 
From two old lutes with nete a string* 

Or none beddes the bass. 

Nor can the soft enchantments hold 
Two jarring souls of angiy mould. 
The rugged and the keen : 
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Sampson*! yoong foxes might as wett 
In bandi of cheerful wadlock dnrell. 
With firebraudi tied between^ 

]N or let the cr\iel fetters bind 
A gentle to a savage mind ; 

For love abhors the sight : 
Loose the fierce tiger from the deer. 
For native rage and native fear 

Rise and forbid delight. 

Turo kindest souls alone must'meetj 
"lis friendship makes the bondage sweet. 

And feeds their mutual loves : 
Bright Venus on her rolling throne 
Is dnwn by gentlest birds alone. 

And Cupids ycdce the doves. 



THE HAPPY MAN. 

Skrbnb as light, is Myron's soul. 

And active as the sun, yet steady as the pole : 

In manly beauty shines his face ; 
Every muse, and every grace. 

Make his heart and tongue their seat. 
His heart profusely good, his tongue divinely sweet. 

Myron, the wonder of our eyes. 

Behold his manhood scarce begun 1 

Behpld his race of virtue run ! 

Behold the gaol of glory won 1 
Nor fame denies the merit, nor witholds the prize ; 
Her silver trumpets his renown proclaim : 

B 3 
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The lands when leaniing never flew. 
Which nddter Rome nor Athens knew, 
Surly JaiNui and rich Peru, 
In bartwnms songs, phmounceihe British heroes 

" Airy bUss (the hero cried) 
May feed the tympany of pride; 
But heaHliy souls were never found 
To live on cmpdncss and sound." 

Lo, at his honourable feet 
Fame^s bright attendant. Wealth, appears ; 
She comeB to pay obedienoe meet. 
Providing Joys for ftiture years ; 
BV— *»^ with lavish hand slie pours 
Gather'd frwn the Indian coast ; 
Not Danae's lap could equal treasures boast. 
When Jove came down in golden show*n. 

He look'd and tum'd his eyes away. 
With high disdain I heard him say, 
*' Bliss is not made of glittoing day,** 



Now pomp and grandeur court his head 

With scutcheons, anns, and ensigns sprnd : 
Gay magnificence and state. 

Guards, and chariots at his gate. 
And slaves in endless order round his taUe wait ; 

They learn the dictates of his eyes. 

And now they ftll and now th^ rise. 

Watch every motion of their lord. 
Hand on his lips with most impatient seal. 
With swift ambldon seise th* unflnlsh*d word. 
And the command fulfil. 

Tir'd with thetndn that grandeur brings. 

He dropt a tear, and pitied kings: 
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Tlien AyiagtmaiiiieiiidiMfttaoDg, 
Seeks the ^vcnion of « aaog. 

Muric dcKCDdiiig on ft dleDt dond, 

Tun'd all her sdngs with endlcH art; 

By slow degrees ftom scrft to load 

Changing she iwe : the harp and flute 
Hannonioas jotn* the hero to salute. 

And make a capdve of his heart. 
Fruits, and rich fiine, and scenes of lawless love. 

Each with utmost luxury stmre 
To treat thdr &Tnnrite best ; 

But sounding soings, and fruits, and wine. 

And lawless love, in vain combine 
To make hb virtue deep, or lull his soul to rest. 

He saw the tedious round, and, with a sigh, 

Pitmounc'd the worid but vanity. 

'* In crowds of pleasure still I find 

A painful solitude of mind. 
A vacancy within which sense can ne^er supply. 

Hence, and begone, ye flattering snares, 

Te vulgar charms of eyes and ears, 

Te unperftnrming pramisers I 

Be all my baser pasrions dead. 

And base desires by nature made 
For animals and boys : 

Man has a rdish more reftn'd. 

Souls are for sodal bUss design'd. 
Give me a blesring fit to match my mind, 
A kindred-soul to double and to share my joys." 

Myirha appear'd ; serene her soul 
And active as the sun, yet steady as the pole : 
In softer beauties shone her face ; 
Every muse, and every gn&ce. 
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Made har hotft and tongue tbcir I 
Her heart prafuady good, her tongue divindy sweet; 
Myxrha the wmder of his eyes : 
His heart reooil'd with sweet mufdae. 

With joys unknown before: 
His soul disBolv'd in pkaiing pain 
Flow'd to his eyes, and loolt'd again. 

And oould enduxe no more. 
" Enough I" (th' impatient hero cries,) 

And seiz'd her to his breast, 
** I seek no moR below the skies, 

I give my daves the rest," 



TO DAVID POLHILL, ESQ. 

An Answer to an infamous Satire, called, "Adoicetoa 
Painter,-^ tvritten by a namdeas Author, againH King 
WiBiam IIL qfgloriotu Memory, 1696. 

8lR, 

When yott pat this satire into my hand, yon gave me the 
oeeasion of employing my pea to answer ao deteatable a 
writing ; which might be done much more effsctoally by 
your known seal for the interest of his majesty, your covn- 
sels and yonr courage employed in the defenoe of year 
king and yonr country. And since yon provoked roe to 
write, you will accept of these efforts of my loyalty to the 
best of king^s, addressed to one of the moat aealona of his 
subjects, bj, 

Sia, 
Yonr most obedient Servaiit» 

I. W. 
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PART I. 



And mutt the hero, that redeem'd our land. 

Here In the front of vice and scandal itand— 

The nuui of wondrouc aoul, that aoom'd his ( 

Tempting the winters, and the faithless seas. 

And paid an annual trihute of his life 

To guard his England from the Irish knife. 

And crush the French dragoon ? Must William's name. 

That brightest star that gilds the wings of Fame, 

William the brave, the pious, and the just, 

Adom these gloomy scenes of tyranny and lust i 

Polhill, my blood boils high, my sidrlts flame I 
Can your zeal sleep ? Or are your passions tame? 
Nor call zevioige and darimeas <m the poet's name? 
Why smoke the skies not ? Why no thunders roll ? 
Nor kindling lightnings blast his guilty soul ? 
Audacious wretch ! to stab a monarch's fame. 
And fire his subjects with a rebel flame ; 
To call the painter to his black designs. 
To draw our guardian's Ucc in hdlish lines : 
Painter, beware I the monarch can be shown 
Under no shape but angels, or his own, 
Gabriel, or WUUam, on the British throne. 

O ! could my thoughts but grasp the vast design. 
And words with infinite ideas join, 
rd rouse ApeUes firom his iron sleep. 
And Ud him trace the warrior o'er the deep. 
Trsoe him, Apelles ! o'er the Belgian plidn 
Fierce: how he climbs the mountains of the slain. 
Scattering just vengeance thro' the red campaign ! 
Then dash the canvass with a flying stroke. 
Till it be kwt in clouds of fire and smokCj 
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And Uf, 'twM thus the oonqoerar thxoagh the iqiiaclroti 

broke. 
Mark him again cmeiging ttom the doikd. 
Far frwn his troops : there, like a rock* he stood 
His country's single banler In a sea of blood. 
Calmly he leaves the pleasuies of a throne. 
And his Maria weeping; vrtiilst alone 
He wards the fkte of nadons and provolns his own : 
But heav'n secures its champion : oTer the field 
Pidnthov'rlngangclsj though they fly oonoeaTd, 
Each intercepts a death, and wean it on his shidd. 

Now, noble pencil, lead him to cor Ide, 
Mark how the skies with joyful lustre smile. 
Then imitate the glory on the strand ; 
Spread half the nadon, k>nging till he land. 
Wash off the blood, and take a peaceful telnt. 
All red the wanlar, white the ruler paint : 
Abroad a hero, and at home a saint. 
Throne him on high upon a shining seat. 
Lust and prafaneness dying at his feet. 
While round his head the laurd and the olive meet. 
The crowns of war and peace: and may they blow. 
With ilow^ bksrings ever on his brow; 
At his right hand pile up the English laws 
In sacred volumes : thenoethe monarch dmws 
His wise and Just oonamand s 
Rise, ye old sagesof the British isle. 
On the fair tablet cast a reverend smile. 
And bless the fdece ; these statutes are your own. 
That sway the cottage, and direct the throne: 
People and prince are one In William's name* 
Their Joys, their dangers, and thdr laws the sam& 

Let liberty and right, with plumes display'd. 
Clap their glad wing* around their gnaidlan's head. 
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iCdigton o'er the inther stanyplnioiis spread. 
Religion guards him ; round th' imperial queen 
Place waiting virtues, each of heav'nly mien : 
Learn their bright air, and paint it fiom his eyes; 
The just, the bold, the temperate, and the wise 
Dwell in his looks; majestic, but serene ; 
Sweet, with no fondness j cheerful, but not vain : 
Bright, without terror ; great, without disdafai. 
His soul inspires us what his lips command. 
And spzeads his brave example through the land ; 

Bend down his ear to each afflicted cry. 

Let beams of grace dart gently ftom his eye : 

But the bright treasures of his sacred breast 

Are too divine, too vast to be expiess'd : 

Colours must ftU where words and numbers feint. 

And leave the hero's heart fbr thought alone to paint. 



TO THE DISCONTENTED AND UNQUIET. 

Imitated partly from Casimire, B. iv. Od. 16. 

Varia, there's nothing here that's free 
From wearisome anxiety : 
And the whole round of mortal joys 
With short possession tires and cloys : 
'lis a dull circle that we tread. 
Just from the window to the bed. 
We rise to see, and to be seen, 
Gaae on the world awhile, and then 
We yawn, and stretdi to sleep again. 
But Fancy, that uneasy guest. 
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Sdlli holds ft kHUgliig In our IncMt : 
She find! or frames vezftdon sdU, 
Hendf the greatest idague we fed. 
We take great pleasure In our pain. 
And make a mountain of agndn* 
Assume the load, and pant and sweat 
Beneath th' imaginary wdght. 
With our dear sdves we live at strife, 
WhOe the most constant scenes of life 
From peevish humoun axe not firee; 
Still we affect vailety : 
Rather than pass an easjr day. 
We fret and chide the hours away. 
Grow weary (tf this drding sun. 
And vex that he should ever nin 
The same old track ; and sdU, and sdU 
Rise red behind yon eastern hiU, 
And chide the moon that darts her light 
Through the same casement every night. 

We shift our chambers, and our homes. 
To d wdl where trouble never oonoes : 
Sylvia has left the d^ crowd. 
Against the court exclaims aloud. 
Flies to the woods ; a hem^t saint ! 
She loathes her patches, idns, and paint. 
Dear diamonds from her nedc are torn ; 
But humour,' that eternal thorn* 
Sticks in her heart: She's hunled sdll, 
'Twixt her wild pasdons and her will : 
Haunted and hagg'd where'er she roves. 
By purling streams and siknt groves. 
Or with her furies, or her loves. 

Then our native land we hate. 
Too cold, too windy, or too wet ; 
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Change the thick climate, and lepair 

To Fnmce or Italy for air ; 

In vain we change, in vidn we fly ; * 

Go, Sylvia, mount the whirling sky. 

Or lide upon the feathet'd wind 

In vain ; if this diseased mind 

Clings fast, and still sits close behind. 

Faithful disease, that never fidls 

Attenda n ce at her ladj-'s side. 

Over the desert or the tide. 

On rolling wheels, or flying sails. 

Happy the soul that virtue shows 
To fix the place of her repose. 
Needless to move; for she can dwell 
In her old grandsire's hall as welL 
Virtue that never loves to roam. 
But sweedy hides herself at home. 
And easy on a naitve throne 
Of humble turf sits gently down. 

Tet should tumultuous storms arise. 
And mingle earth, and seas, and skies. 
Should the waves swell, and make her roll 
Across the line, or near the pole. 
Still she's at peace ; for well she knows 
To launch the stream that duty shows 
And makes her home where'er she goes. 
Bear her, ye seas, upon your breast» 
Or waft her, winds, from east to west 
On the soft air ; she cannot find 
A couch so easy as her mind. 
Nor breathe a dimate half so kind. 

• Hot. Bp- i, 11. 
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TO SIR JOHN HARTOPP, BART. 

CASIMIRC, B. i. OD. 4, IMHATBD. 

rive jueundof tnetueMJutfenUe, ^ 

Live, my dear Hartopp, live to-d*y. 
Nor let the sun look down and Mty, 

** Inglorious here he lies f 
Shake off your ease, and send your otacw 
To immortaUty and £ame. 

By ev'ry hour that flies. 

Youth's a soft scene, but trust her not ; 
Her aity minutes, swift as thought. 

Slide off the sliiqp'zy sphoe; 
Moons with thdr months make hasty rounds. 
The sun has pass'd his vernal bounds. 

And whirls about the year. 

Let folly dress in green and red. 
And gird her %vaist with flowing gold. 
Knit blushing roses round her head, 
Alas ! the gaudy colours fade. 

The garment waxes old. 
Hartopp, mark the withering rose. 
And the pale gold how dim it shows ! 

Bright and lasting bliss below 

Is all romance and dream ; 
Only the joys celestial flow 

In an eternal stream : 
The pleasiues that the smiling day 

With large right hand bestows. 
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Falsely her left oonveyi away 

And ihuffles in our ttocs. 
So have I seen a mother play. 

And cheat her silly child. 
She gave and took a toy away. 

The inflmt cried andgmiled. 

Airy chance* and iron fkte 
Hurry and vex our mortal state, 
And all the race of ills create ; 
Now fiery joy, now sullen grief. 
Commands the reins of human Ufe, 

The wheels impetuous roll : 
The hamess'd houn and minutes strive. 
And days with stretching pinions drive 

Down fiercdy on the goaL 

Not half so fhst the galley flies 

(yer the Venetian sea. 
When sails and oars and lab'ring skies 

Ckmtend to make her way. 
Swift wings for all the flying hours 

The God of time prepares. 
The rest Ue still yet in their nest. 

And grow for future years. 



TO THOMAS GUNSTON, ESQ. 

HAPPY 60LITUDB. 
CASIMIRX, BOOK IT. OOX 18, IMITATKD. 

QtM me laterUerih ^* 

Thb noisy world complains of me 
That I should shun thehr ^ht, and flee 
Visits and crowds and company. 



138 LYRIC POCMS, 

GuiMton, the Uzk dweUt In her not 

Till she aaoend* the akla ; 
And in my closet I ooold rest 
IW. to the heavens I zise. 

Tet they win oiiBie, '* This private life 

Can never make you blest. 

And twenty doors are still at strife 

T engage you for a guest." 
Friend, should the towers of Windsor or Whitehall 
Spread open their inviting gates 
To make my entertainment gay, 
I would obey the royal call. 

But short should be my stay. 
Since a diviner service waits 
T* emidoy my hours at home, and better fill the day. 

When I within myself retreat, 

I shut my doom against the great ; 

My busy eye-balls inward roll. 

And there with large survey I see 

All the wide theatre of me. 
And view the various scenes of my redring soul ; 
There I walk o'er the mases I have trod. 
While hope and fear are in a doubtAil strife. 

Whether this opera of life 
Be acted well to gain the plaudit of my God. 

There's a day hast'ning, ('tis an awful day !) 
When the great Sovereign shall at large review 

All that we speak, and all we do. 
The several parts we act on this wide stage of day : 
Oh I if the Judge from his tremendous seat 

Shall not condemn what I have don«, 

I shall be happy, though unknown. 
Nor need the gazing rabble, nor the shouting street. 
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I h«te the glory, friend, that springs 
From vulgar breath and empty sound ; 
Fame mounts her upward with a flatt'ring gale 

Upon her airy wings, 
TUl envy shoots, and fame receives the wound ! 
Then her flagging idnions fUl, 
Down glory falls and strikes the ground. 
And breaks her batter'd limbs. 
Rather let me be quite oonceal'd from fame; 
How happy I should lie 
In sweet obscurity. 
Nor the loud world pronounce my little name ! 
Here I could live and die akme. 
Or if society be due 
To keep our taste of pleasure new, 
Gunston, I'd live and die with you. 
For both our souls are one. 

Here we could sit and pass the hour. 
And pity kingdoms and their kings. 
And smile at all their shining things. 
Their toys of state, and images of power ; 
Virtue should dwell within our seat. 
Virtue alone could make it sweet. 
Nor is herself secure but in a close retreat. 
While she withdraws from public praise. 

Envy, perhaps, would cease to rail— 
£nvy itself may innocently gaze 
At beauty in a veil: 
But if she once advance to light. 
Her charms are lost in envy's sight. 
And virtue stands the mark of universal spite. 
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TO MITIO, MT FRIEND. 

AK KPI8TLB. 

FOftOtTS me, Mitio, that there Blurald be any mortifyinfir 
lines in the followinif poenu inieribed to yon, ao ao<m after 
yoar entrance into that state which wae deeigved for the 
eompleteet happinres on earth : but yon will quickly dia- 
eorer that the Mum in the first poem only represents the 
shades and dark colours that melancholy tiirows upon lore 
and the soeial life. la the seeondf perhaps, she indulges 
her own bright ideas a little. Yet if the aooonnts are but 
well balanced at last, and things set in a due light, I hope 
there is no ground fbr censure. Here you will find an at- 
tempt made to talk of one of the most important coneems 
of human nature in verse, and that with a solemnity be- 
coming the argument. I have banished grimace and ridi- 
cule that persons of the most serious character may read 
without offence. What was written several years ago to 
yourself is now permitted to entertain the world ; but yon 
may assume it to yourself as a private entertainment still, 
while yon lie concealed behind a feigned name. 



PABT I. 

THE MOUHNING-PIECB. 

Li k b's a long tragedy : the globe the stage. 
Well ilx'd and well a^im'd with strong machines. 
Gay fields and skies and seas : the acton nuuiy : 
The plot Immense: a flight of demons sit 
On every sailing doud with fhtal purpose. 
And shoot acroas the scenes ten thousand arrows 
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Perpetiul and unseen, headed with pain, 
'With sorrow, infamy, disease, and death. 
The pointed plagues fly silent through the air. 
Nor twangs the bow, yet sure and deep the wound. 

Dianthe acts her litde part alone. 
Nor wishes an assodate. Lo, she glides 
Single through all the storm, and more secure : 
Liess are her dangers, and her breast receives 
The fewest dans. *' But, O my lov'd Marilla, 
My'^dster, once my friend, (Dianthe cries,) 
How much art thou expos'd ! Thy growing soul 
Doubled in wedlock, multiplied in children. 
Stands but the broader mark for all the mischiefs 
That rove promiscuous o'er the mortal stage : 
ChUdren, those dear young limbs— those tend'rest pieces 
Of your own flesh— those little other sdves— 
How they they dilate the heart to wide d imenidon s. 
And soften every fibre to improve 
The mother's sad capacity of pain ! 
I mourn Fidelio, too, though Heav'h has chose 
A favourite mate for him, of all her sex 
The pride and flower : how blest the lovdy pair. 
Beyond expression, if wdl-mingled loves 
And woes wdl mingled could improve our bliss 1 
Amidst the rugged cares of life behold 
The fiither and the husband, flattering names. 
That spread his title, anfl enlarge his share 
Of conunon wretchedness. He fondly hopes 
To multiply his joys, but every hour 
Renews the disappointment and the smart. 
There's not a wound afflicts the meanest joint 
Of his fair partner, or her infant tnun, 
(Sweet babes !) but pierces to his inmost souL 
Strange is thy power, O love ! what numerous veins 
And arteries and arms and hands and eyes 
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Are linked and fanened to a lovei's heart 

By Btrong Imt secret Btrings I with vain attempt 

We pat the stoic on, in vain we tiy 

To break the ties of nature and of blood — 

Those hidden threads maintain the dear communion 

Inviolably firm: their thrilling motions 

Reciprocal give endless sympathy 

In aU the bitters and the sweets of lift. 

Thrice happy man, if Pleasure only knew 

These avenues of love to reach our souls. 

And Pidn had never found them !*' 

Thus sang the tuneful maid, fearful to try 
The bold experiment. Oft Daphnis came. 
And oft Narcissus, rivals of her heart. 
Luring ha eyes with trifles dipp'd in gold. 
And the gay rilken b<»dage. Fhm she stood. 
And bold repuls'd the bright temptation still. 
Nor put the chains on— dangerous to try. 
And hard to be disscdv'd. Tet rising tears 
Sate on her eye-lids, while her numbers flow'd 
Harmonious sorrow, and the pitying drops 
Stole down her cheeks, to mourn the hapless state 
Of mortal love. Love, thou best blesriug sent 
To soften life, and make our iron cares 
Easy : but thy own cares, of softer kind. 
Give sharper wounds— they lodge too near the heart. 
Beat, like the pulse, perpetual, and create 
A strange uneasy sense— a tempdng pain. 

Say, my companion, Mitio, speak sincere, 
(For thou art learned now,) what anxious thoughts. 
What kind perplexities tumultuous rise. 
If but the absence of a day divide 
Thee from thy fair beloved I Vainly smiles 
The cheerful suii, and night with radiant eyes 
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Twinkles in vain: tbe rq^n of thy soul 
Is daikness, till thy better star appear. 
Tdl me what toll, what torment to sustain 
The rolling burden of the tedious hours ? 
The tedious hours are ages. Fancy roves 
Resdess in fond enquiry, nor believes 
Chariasa safe; Charissa* in whose life 
Thy life consbts, and in her comfort thine. 
Fear and sunnise put on a thousand forms 
Of dear disquietude, and lound tiiine ears 
Whisper ten thousand dangos* endless woes. 
Till thy frame shudders at her fended death — 
Then dies my Mitio, and his blood creeps cold 
Thro' every vein. Speak, does the stranger Muse 
Cast happy guesses at the unknown passion. 
Or has she febled all ? Inform me, friend. 
Are half thy joys sincere ? Thy hopes fulflll'd. 
Or frustrate? Here commit thy secret griefli 
To faithfbl ears, and be they burled here^ 
In friendship and oblivion, lest they spoil 
Thy new-bom pleasures with distastefiil galL 
Nor let thine eye too greedily drink in 
The frightful prospect, when undmdy death 
Shall make wide inroads on a parent's heart. 
And his dear oflbpring to the cruel grave 
Are dragg'd in sad succesrion, while his soul 
Is torn away piecemeal : thus dies the wretch 
A various death, and ftequent, ere he quit 
The theatre, and make his exit finaL 

But if his dearest half, his feithAil mate 
Survive, and, in the sweetest saddest airs 
Of love and grief, approach with trembling hand 
To doae his swimming eyes, what double pangs. 
What racks, what twinges resid his heart-strings off 
From the feir bosom of that fellow-dove 
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He kam behind to mowm! Wl»t jealous ewes 
Hang on hi. parting wul. to think bi» love 
Expo^d to wild oppreMbn, and the herd 
Of savage men I So parti the dying turtle. 
With Mbhing accents, with such sad wgret 
Leaves his kind feathei'd mate : the widow bird 
Wanders in lonesome shades, forgets her food. 
Forgets her life} or fells a speedier prey 
To talon'd fiOoons, and the crooked beak 
Of hawks athirst for blood. 



PART II. 

THE BRIGHT VISION. 

Thus far the Mnse, in unaccustom'd mood. 

And strains unplearing to a lover's ear, 

Indulg'd a gloom of thought : and thus she sang 

Partial, for Melancholy's hateful form 

Stood by in sable robe : the pensive muse 

Survey'd the darksome scenes of life, and sought 

Some bright relieving gUmpse, some cordial ray 

In the fair world of love ; but while she gasTd 

Delightful on the state of twln-bom souls 

United, bless'd, the cruel shade applied 

A dark long tube, and a flOse^inctur'd glass 

Deceitful ; Uen^ng love and life at onoe 

In darkness, chaos, and the common mass 

Of misery: now Urania feds the cheat, 

And breaks the hated optic In disdain. 

Swift vanishes the suUen form, and lo I 

The scene shines bright with bliss : behold the place 

Where mischiefs never fly, cares never come 

With wrinkled brow, nor anguish, nor disease. 
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Nor malice fnrky-tongu'd. On this dear spot, 
Mitio, my love would fix and plant thy station 
To act thy part of life, serene and blest. 
With thy ftir consort fitted to thy heart. 

Sue 'tis a vioon of that happy grove 
Where the first authors of our moumfol race 
Uv'd in sweet partnership 1 one hour they liv'd. 
But chang'd the tasted Uiss (imprudent piOr 1) 
For sin and shame, and this vast wilderness 
Of brian, and nine hundred yesn of pain. 
The wishing muse new-dnsses the fair garden 
Amid this desert-world, with budding bliss. 
And evei^greens and balms and flow'ry beauties. 
Without one dangerous tree : there heavenly dews. 
Nightly descending, shall impearl the grass 
And verdant herbsge ; drops of fragrancy 
l^t trembling on the spfares ; the spicy vapours 
Rise with the dawn, and, through the sir diffus'd. 
Salute your waking senses with perfume ; 
While vital fiiiits, with their ambrosial juice. 
Renew liib's purple flood and fountain, pure 
From vidotts taint ; and with your innocence 
Immortalize the structure of your clay. '^ 

On this new paradise the doudlcn skies 
Shall smile perpetual, while the lamp of day. 
With flames unsullied, (as the fabled torch 
Of Hymen,) measures out your golden hours 
Along his azure road. The nuptial moon 
In milder rays serene, should nightly rise 
Full orb'd, (if heaven and nature will indulge 
So fidr an emblem,) big with rilver joys. 
And still foiget her wane. The feathered choir. 
Warbling thdr Maker's praise on early wing. 
Or perch'd on evening bough, shall join your worship, 
Jdn your sweet vespers, and the morning song. 
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O aicred lympliony ! hark t thraogta the grove 
I hear the Mond divine ! I'm all attention. 
All ear» all ecitaqr-^nnknown ddight! 
And the fair muae prodainu the heav'n below. 

Not the leraiihic minds of high degne 
IMedidn convene with men: again l etnmin g 
I tee th' ccherad hoit on downward wing> 
Lol at the eaattm gate young dieralw itand 
Guaidiana» oommiHian'd to convey tiieir jojn 
To earthly lovcn. Go, ye happy pair. 
Go, taite thdr banquet, leam the nobler pleaiura 
Supernal, and fnxn brutal dxcgi leAn'd. 
Rjqihad ihall teach thee, friend, exalted thonghtt 
And inteBectoal UiM. 'Twas Rairtiafd taught 
The patriarch of our progeny th' af&dxv 
Of heaven: (eo Milton lingi, enlighten'd bard ! 
Nor miflTd hla eyes, when in snbUmest strain 
The angd's great narration he repeats 
To Albion's sons high fkvour'd:) thou shalt leam 
Cdestlal lessons from his awfU tongue ; 
And with soft giaoe and interwoven loves 
(Grateful digreaion) all his words rehearse 
To thy Charissa's ear, and charm her souL 
Thus, with divine discourse, in shady bowen 
Of Eden, our Arst ikther entertain'd 
Eve, hii sole auditress ; and deep dispute. 
With conjugal carsHes on her lip, 
Solv'deasy, and abstrusest thoughts reveal'd. 

Now the day wean apaoe, now Mitio comee 
From his bright tutor, and finds out his mate. 
Behold the dear associates seated low 
On humble turf, with roee and myrtle strew'di 
But high their conference ! how self-suflfkc'd 
Lives their Eternal Maker, girt around 
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With e^ories* ann'd with thunder*, and his throne 

Mortal acoen forUdB, projecting flu* 

SplendouxB nnsaffeiable, and radiant death. 

With reverence and abasement deep they fall 

Before liis aoverdgn Majesty, to pay 

Due wonhip : then his mercy on their souls 

Smiles with a gentler my, but sovereign still ; 

And leads thdr meditation and discourse 

Long ages backward, and across the seas 

To Bethlehem of Judah : there the Son, 

The filial Godhead, character express 

Of brightness Inezpresdble, laid by 

His beamy robes, and made descent to earth ; 

Sprung from the socs of Adam he became 

A second ftither, studious to regain 

Lost Paradise for men, and purchase heav'n. 

The lovers, with endeazmeat mutual, thus 
Promiscuous talk'd, and questions intricate 
His manly judgment still resolv'd, and still 
Held her attention fix'd : she musing sat 
On the sweet mention of incarnate love. 
Tin rapture wak'd her voice to softest strains. 
She sang the iufimt God, (mysterious theme I) 
" How vile his birth-place, and his cradle vile I 
The ox and ass his mean companions—there. 
In habit vile, the shepherds flock around. 
Saluting the great mother, and adore 
Israel's anointed King, the appointed heir 
Of the Creadon. How debas'd he lies 
Beneath his ngal sate ; for thee, my Mitio, 
Deba^d in servile fonn ; but angels stood 
Minis^iing round their charge with folded wings. 
Obsequious, though unseen ; while lightsome hours 
Fulfill'd the day, and the grey evodng rose. 
Then the fair guardians, hov'Hring o'er his head 

T 
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Wakefal all nlffht* drive Ae fool spirits fkr. 
And widi thebr fiuming pinicms poige the air 
From bnqr phantoms, Arom InfiBctioas damps, 
And imptue taint : wfaOe thrir amhrorial plnmes 
A dewy slumber on his senses shed. 
Alternate hymns the heavenly watchers sni^ 
MdodOoos, sootibing the sammnding shades. 
And kept the dariineas chaste and holy. Then 
Midnight was chann'd, and all her garing eyes 
Wondered to see thdr mighty Maker sleep. 
Behold the glooms disperse, the rosy mora 
Smiles in the east, with eydida opening fair. 
But not so fUr as thine ; O I could fold thee. 
My young Almighty, my Creator-babe, 
For ever in these arms ! fbr ever dwdl 
Upon thy lovdy form with garing joy. 
And every pulse shall beat seraphic love ! 
Around my seat should crowding cherubs oome 
W ith swift ambition, zealous to attend 
Their Prince, and form a heav'n below the sky." 

*' Forbear, Charisaa, (> forbear the thought 
Of female fondness, and foigive the man 
That interrupts such melting harmony P 
Thus Mitio,— uid awakes her nobler powen 
To pay Just worship to the sacred King, 
Jesus, the God : nor with devotion pure 
Mix the caresses of her softer sex ; 
(Vain blandishment i) **Come, turn thine eyes aside 
From Bethle'em, and climb up the doleflU steep 
Of bloody Calvary, where naked skulls 
Pave the sad road, and ftight the traveler. 
Can my beloved bear to trace the feet 
Of her Redeemer, panting up the hUl 
Hard burden'd ? Can thy heart attend his crom ? 
Nail'd to the cruel wood he groans, he dies. 
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Far thee he dies. Beneftth thy Bin* and mine 
(Horrible loftd 1) the dnleas Saviour groani. 
And in fierce angniah of hla fool exi>iref. 
Adoring angels pry with bending head. 
Searching the deep oontzivanoe, and admire 
This infinite design. Here peace is made 
Twlxt God the Sovereign and the rebel man ; 
Here Satan« overthrown with aU his hosts* 
In second ruin rages and despairs : 
Malice itself despairs. The captive prejr. 
Long held in slaveiy, hopes a sweet reUase, 
And Adam's ruin'd ofipring shall revivd 
Thus ransom'd flroin the gnedj jaws of death." 

The fkir disciple heard— her paasions move 
Harmonious to the great discourse, and breathe 
Refin'd devotion; while new smiles of love 
Repay her teacher. Both, with bended knees. 
Read o'er the covenant of eternal lifie 
Brought down to men, sesl'd by the sacred Three 
In heav'n, and seal'd on earth with God's ovm blood. 
Here they unite their names again, and sign 
Those peaceful artldes. (H^ blest co-hdrs 
Celestial I ye shall grow to manly age. 
And, spiteof earth and hdl, in season due 
Po sse ss the fidr inheritance above.) 
With joyous admiration thqr survey 
The gospel treasures infinite, unseen 
By mortal eye, by mortal ear unheard. 
And uuconcdv'd by thought: riches divine 
And honours which the Almighty Father God 
Poured with immense profusion on his Son, 
High treasurer of heaven. The Son bestows 
The life, the love, the blessing, and the joy 
On bankrupt mortals who bdieve and love 
His name. ** Then, my Charissa, all b thine !** 
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** And thine, myMldor the fUr adnt xepUei : 
'* Life* death, the world bdow, and woilda on high. 
And place, and time, are oun; and thingi to come. 
And past* andpreeent, for oar Intemt itaoda 
Firm in oar mystic Head, the title sare; 
'Tis for our health and sweet tefteshmcnt (while 
We sojoam strangers here) the fruitful earth 
Bears pknteous; and revolving seasons still 
Dress her vast globe in varjous oniainent. 
For us tills checxful sun and cheerful light 
Diurnal shine. This blue expanse of sky 
Hangs, a rich canojqr, above our heads. 
Covering our slumbers, all with starry gold 
Inwrought, when night altemata her return. 
For us time wears his wings out— luttaie keeps 
Her wheels in motion— and her fktoic stands. 
Glories beyond our ken of mortal sight 
Are now preparing* *nd a mansion ftir 
Awaits us, where the saints unbodied ]iv& 
Si^rlts rdeas'd from day, and purg'd from sin : 
Thither our hearts, with most incessant wish, 
Fantiog asidre,— when shall that dearest hour 
Shine and release us hence, and bear us high. 
Bear us at once vmsevo'd to our better h<»ne ?** 

O blest connubial state! O happy pair! 
Envied by yet unsodated souls 
Who seek their fidthfiil twins I your pieasores 
Sweet as the mom, advandng as the day. 
Fervent as the bright noon, serenely calm 
As summer evenings. The vile sons of earth 
Orovdling in dust, with all their noisy jais, 
Hestleai, shall interrupt your joys no more 
Than barking animals afflright the moon 
Sublime, and riding in her midnight way. 
Friendship and love shall undistiiigttish'd reign 
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I O'er all your pualcma vAQx unxivall'd away 

Mutual and everlasting t fiiendship know* 
I No property in good* but all things oomman 

I That each pooesaes, aa the light or air 

I In which we breathe and live : there's not one thought 

Can lurk in dose reserve* no barriers flx'd* 
I But every paange open as the day 

I To one another's breast and inmost mind. 

Thus by communion your delight shall grow* 
\ Thus streams of mingled bUss swell higher as they flow* 

' Thus angels mix thdr flames* and more divindy glow. 



PART III. 

THE ACCOUNT BALANCED. 

Sboulo sovereign love before me stand* 

With all his train of pcnnp and state* 
And bid the daring muse relate 

His comfortB and his cares ; 
Mitio, 1 would not ask the sand 
For metaphors € express their weight* 
Nor borrow numbers fhun the stars. 
Thy cares and comforts* sovereign love* 
Vastly outweigh the sand below* 
And to a larger audit grow 

Than all the stars above. 
Thy mighty lasses and thy gains 

Are their own mutual measures ; 
Only the man that knows thy pains 

Can radion up thy pleasures. 

Say* Damon* say how bright the scene* 
Damon is half-divindy Ucst* 

T 3 
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l^^iiiff his head on hl« Fkudla't tocMt 
Without a jealous thought or busy care between : 

They tiie iweet pa«ioua mix and duure : 

FloidDa tdls chee all her heart. 
Nor can thy nnl'i ranotert part 
Conceal a thongfator wish ftom die beloved fair. 

Say, wliat a pitch diy pkasues fly. 
When friendship all-dnocK grows up to ecstscy ; 
NorsdfoontnctstliebUs^ nor vice poUutes the joy ? 

Whik thy dear oibpring nmnd thee dt. 

Or qianang innocendy at thy feet. 
Thy kindest dkougfats engage : 
Those little images of diee. 
What pretQr toys rf youth th^ be. 
And growing props of age ! 

Bat dMvt is earthly bliss! the changing wind 

Blows ftwn the dckly south, and brings 
Malignant fievcn on its sultry wings, 

Rdoitless death dts dose bdhind: 
Now gaspii« infimts, and a wife in tears. 

With piercing groans salute his can. 
Through ev'iy vdb the thrilling tocmcnts roll ; 

While sweet and bitter are at strife 

In dioae dear nurseries of life. 
Those tenderest irieoes of his bleeding souL 

The pleadng sense of love awhile, 
Mixt with the heart-ache, may the pain beguile. 

And make a feeble fight : 
Till sorrows like a gloomy dduge rise. 

Then every smiling pasdon dies. 

And hope alone with wakeful eyes, 
Daritling and aoUtary, waits the slow-returning light. 

Here, theii, let my ambidon rest, 
May I be moderatdy blest 
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When I the laws of love obey : 

Let but my pleasure and my pidn 

In equal balance ever reign. 

Or mount by turns and sink again. 
And share just measures of alternate sway. 

So Damon lives, and ne'er complains ; 

Scarce can we hope diviner scenes 

On this dull stage of day : 
The tribes beneath the northern bear 
Submit to darkness half the year. 

Since half the year is day. 



EPISTOLA. 

FratHsuodUeeto R. W. L W. & P.B. 

RURSUM toas, amande frater acoefii literas, eodem fort- 
aasi momento, quo mese ad te penrenerunt ; idemque qui 
te seribentem vidit dies, meum ad epiatolare munns ex- 
citaTitoalamom ; non inane est inter nos fratemom nomen, 
aniens enim spiritas nos intiis animat, agitqne, et Con- 
cordes in ambobos effieit motos. O ntinam erescat indies, 
et Tigescat mutaa charitas! Faxit Dens, at amor sui 
nostra ineendat et defascet pectora, tnncet enim et altemus 
parse amicitiss flammis erga nos invieem divinam in modum 
ardebimas ; contemplemur Jesum nostrum, coeleste illad> 
et adorandam exemplar eharitatis. 

Qui quondam aetemo delapsns ab sethere vultus 
Jnduit humanos, ut posset corpore nostras 
(Heu miaeras) sufferre vices ; sponaoiis obivit 
Munera, et in sese Tabula maledicta minads 
Transtulit^ et soekzis poenas homlnisque reatum. 
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Eoce jaoeC deaotus humi* ^fliuus in berbam 
Integer, innocnas venos raa Men palnuu 
Et pladdum attoUeni vtiltum, nee ad oacula Patris 
AmplexiuKditosve; aitas nudatoi amictu 
SIdcnos, et iponte linum pateActoa ad ixaa 
Numinis annad. '< Pater, hk infige* Mgittaa : 
Haec," alt, " iiatum aorbebant pectom femun, 
Abluat tBtheieuB mortalia ciimina, aangtUa." 

IMxit, ethoRend£unfremu€retx>nitruacceill 
Infensiuque Deiu, (qiiem jam posuiaie patcmuni 
Mnsa queii vellet nomen, aed et ipsa fragores 
Ad tantoa pavefocta diet.) Jam diaailit aether, 
Panduiituxque forea, ubi duro caucere regnat 
Ira, et poenarwm theaauroa mffle coeicet, 
Inde ntunt gravldi veaano aulphere nimbi, 
Ccntuididaque volant ocmtorta volumina flammwi 
In caput inuneritum ; dih> hie anb pondcre prcaaus 
Reatat, oompreaaoa dumque aniens explicat artos 
Purpureo t vestea tinctea audoic madeacunt. 
Nee tftmen infando Vindex ngina labozi 
Scgniitt incumbit, aed laaaoa increpat Ignea 
Aciiter, et aomno langnentem auadfeatt enaem : 
" Suige, age, divintmi pete pectus, et imbue aacro 
Flumine mucronem ; voa bine, mea apicula, lat& 
Ferrea per totum diapo^te tonnina, Chxiscum 
Immeusnm tolenre valet, jmI pondera poenas— 
Suatentanda hominem suffulciet incola Numbn. 
Et ut sacra decas legum, violata tabella, 
Eblbe vbidictam, vastAaatiaberecaBde; 
Mortalis culpae penaabit dedecua ingena 
Permlstua Deitate cruor."- 

Sic dta, Immitl contorquet vulnera dextril * 
I>ilanUtque sinus ; sancti penetnOia cordis 

• Job. IV. 8. t Lake. ,,ii. 44. , Zech. xiil. 7. 



SACRBD TO VIRTOftt &C. 149 

Panduniur; skvIs avlduB dolor Involat alls, 
Acque audax moitem leratattnr, et Ola nundet. 
Interea Servatar * ovat, vktorque doIotlB 
Eminet, Uluctil^ pcrfusui membra cruorB, 
Xhqilfatquemiier fieri; nam fintitu ilium 
Uigct patris honoit et lum vinoenda volupta* 
Scrvandi miaema mmtu. O noUlia ardor 
Pcenarum ! O quid zwn mortalia pectora cogis 
Doras amor i Quid rum ocdcBda ? ■ — 



At sabidat phaatosla, vaneseaiit imafl^nea— neaeio quo 
me proripnit amens Mnsa: Tolni qnatuor lineas pedlbua 
aatriuflpBre, et ecce ! nnmeri crescant in immensum, duniF 
que coneitato g^enio laxavi fnena, Tereor ne JuTenllia im- 
petus theologiam Iteaerit, et audax nlmis imafrintttio. 
Plura h Tolui, aed tnrridi et ereaoeutea verafta noluftra 
plura, et coarct&ruut aciiptionis limites. Vale, amice 
frater, etln studio pietatis et artis medicoe streauus decurre. 

Datum Londinl zrto Calend. Febr. 
Auno Saltttls oaioozciu. 



FRATRl E. W. OLIM NAVIGATURO, 

Sept. SO, 1691. 

I, FKLix, pede prospero, 
I f later, trabe pinefl 
Suloea squora coerula 
Pandas carbasa flaUbus 
Qu» tut6 reditura sint. 
Non te monsoia natanda 

• Col. ii. 15. f Luke, xxii. 24, 
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Ponti eUBoivam inooi* 
Pnedentur late naufiagi. 

Navls, tQ tiU crefitam 
Fitwm dJmfcUwn rod 
Salvum £er per Inhogpita 
Ponti regiukf par avio* 
TncCiUf et Uqiddum cfaaoa. 
Nee te MKbeat honrida 
Syrda, oecaoopuhu ndnax 
Rumpat roborenin latiu : 
Captent mida flamkia 
Antenne j ct wpbyri leves 
Dent portum pladdnm tlbu 

Tu, quiflumina, qoivagos 
Fluctiu ooeani rqglB* 
Et a«vam BoRam domas, 
Daftatiifadleivlai, 
Etfntiem ledooem 8ai& 



VOTUM, SEU VITA IN TERRIS BEATA. 

AD VIRUM OIONISBIMUM 

JOHANNEM HARTOPPIUM, BART. 
170S. 

HARTOPPif esdmio stemmate noUUs 
Venaque ingenii divlte, droget 

Quam mea Muia beat, 
Jlle mihi felix ter et ampUds, 
Et dmiles superis annoa aglt* 
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Qui aSbi BufAckns wmper adnt libL 
Hunc longd a curls mortalibui 
Intar agnw sjrlvasque dlentes, 
Se muilaque suis tnmqniU&in pace fruentem 
Sol oriena videt et ncumbens. 

Non tu0 vul^ fiivor intolends 
(PUuioB inaani tumidus popelli) 
Maids ad saaam penetrant aicenif 

Feilat lic^ tttfaera tHagnar, 
Nee gaca flammans divids Indi» 
Nee, Tage, vestne fulgor arenubs 

Duoene ab otNcurft quJete 
Ad laifiiear nuliantis aulae. 

O A darecur stamina proprii 
Tractare fbsi pollice proprio* 

Atque meuxn mlhi fingere fatum ; 
Candidus vit» color Innooentis 
Fila nadvo deooraret albo, 

Non TyriA vidata oonchd. 
Non aurum, nota gemma nitens, noc purpura telse 
Intertexta forent invidiosa men. 
Longd k diumphia, et sonito tube 
Long6 remotes tianslgeKem dies: 
Abstate fasces (splendida vanitas) 

£t vos abstate* corone. 

Pro meo tecto caaa dt, salubres 
Captet auroras, procul urbis atro 
Distet 4 ftimo, fugiatque long^ 

Dura phthids mala, duratusais. 
DispUoet byraa et fremitu molesto 
Turba mercantCbn ; gxadfis alvear 
Emuket aures murmure, gradiu 

FoDS aallentla aquae. 
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Htlfli^^ '^ T*^ tencnt jux|^ ; Icnet 
Ad sylvM propcnuM rixoMs execrar arte*» 

Emlniu in tuto 4 linguJ*— — 
Blandfanenta axtla liinul asquiu oA. 
Valete, civet, et anuxna ftmudk 
Vo-ta; piohmaRsI et inane Mcri 
Nomenamidl 

Tuque, quae nostrisiubnica muds 
Fdle aaoatum vidM amonm, 
Abiis Ktorniun, divalibidinii, 
Etpbuctntepuer! 
Hinc, bine, Cupido, longituavola! 
Nil mihi cum faedi*, pMr, ignitma ; 
^A^thaeft ftrvent fiux pectom, 
Sacm mUii Venus est Urania, 
£t Juvenis Jcmbbus amor mihL 

Coelcste cannen (nee taoeat lyra 
JeMaea) laetls auribus insonet. 
Nee 'Watsfamis t medulUs 

Ulia dioB raideC vd ghorn : 
Sacrilibelli, deUcaemen, 
Etvoi, sodales, semper amabDes, 
Nunc simul adsids, nuncvidsdm, 
EtfaBitetaBdiavsOB. 
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SACRED 

TO 

THE MEMORY OF THE DEAD. 



AN EPITAPH ON 

KING WILLIAM THE THIRD, 

or GLORIOUS MBMOKY, WHO DIED MARCH 8, 1701. 

Bbnbath these honours of a tomb 

Greatness In humble ruin lies : 
(How earth confines in narrow room 

What heroes leave beneath the skies !) 

Preserve, O venerable ]^e, 

Invidate thy sacred trust ; 
To thy cold arms the British isle, 

Weejdng, oomndts her richest du y. 

Te gentlest minkters of fate 

Attend the monarch as he lies. 
And bid the softest slumbers wait 

With dlken cords to bind his eyes. 

ReM his dear sword beneath his head; 

Round him his fi^thful arms shall stand : 
Fix his bright ensigns on his bed. 

The guards and honours of our land. 
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Ye dstor arti of paint and vene. 
Place Altdon fainting l>y hit side« 

Her groans axiaing o^er the hearse. 
And Bdgia linking when he died. 

High o'er the grave Religion set 
In solemn guise; pronounce the ground 

Sacred, to bar unhaUow'd feet. 
And plant her guardian virtues round. 

Fair Liberty, in sables drest. 
Write his lov'd name upon his urn, 

William, the soouige of Qrranta past. 
And awe of princes yet unborn. 

Sweet Peace his sacred relics keep, 
With oUves blooming round her head. 

And stretch her wings across the deep 
To bless the nations with the shade; 

Stand on the pile, immortal Fame, 
Broad stars adorn thy brightest robe; 

Thy thousand vtdoes sound his name 
In silver accents round the globe. 

Flatteiy shall fUnt beneath the sound. 
While hoary truth inspires the song; 

Envy grow pale and bite the ground. 
And slander gnaw her forky tongue. 

Night and the grave, remove your gloom ; 

Darknesf becomes the vulgar dead. 
But glory bids the royal tomb 

Disdain the horras of a shade. 
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Glory, with all hor lamps, ihall burn, 
And watch the wanioi's sleeping day. 

Till the last tnmqieC louse Ms um 
To aid the triumphs of the day. 



KPITAPHIUM VIRI VKNBRABILIS 
DOM. N. MATHER, 
Carmine Lapidario conseriptom. 

H. S. 
RSVBRBNDI ADMODUM VIRI 

NATHANAELIS MATHERl. 

Quod mori potuit hie suhtus depositum est: 
Si quaeris, hospes, quantus et quails fuit« 
Fidiu enarrabit laids. 

Nomen k famillA duxit 
Sancdoribus studiis et evangeUo devotA, 
Et per utnunque AngUam celebri ; 
Ameiioanum se, atque EuropsBum. 
Et hie quoque in sancti ministerii spem eductus 
NonfaUaoem: 
Et hunc utraque novit AngUa 
Doctum et docenton. 
Corpore fUit procero, formA pladd^ verendfl ; 
At supra corpus et fionnam suhUmife emlnuenuit 
Indoles, ingenium, atque eruditio : 
Supra hsc pietas, et (si fas dicere) 
Supra idetatem modestia 
Ceteras enim dotes obrumbravit. 
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Quotlcs in rebus diiinis pcngendis 
Divinltui afflate mends specimina 

Pnestandoim ecDdit, 
Tories hominem sedolus ooculidt 
Ut solus oonspiceretur Deus : 
Vdluittotuslatoe, necpotnit; 
Heu quantum tamen sui nos latet ! 
£t majarem laudis partem sepulchrale marmor 
Invito obruit silcnlio. 
Gratiam Jesu Christ! salutiferam 
Quam abund^ taauslt ipse, aliis propinavit, 
Puram ab humanft face ! 
Veritatls evangeUcse decus inirens, 
£t ingens propugnaculum : 
Condonator gravis aspectu, gestu« voce ; 
Cui nee aderat pompa oratoria, 
Necdeerat; 
Flosculos rhetorices supervacaneoe fedt 
Rerum dloendamm majcstas* et Dens pnesena 
Hinc arma militisB sun non infellda, 
Hinc toties fugatut Satanas, 
Et hinc victorise 
Ab inferorum portb toties repcntatae. 
Solen ille ierreis impiorum animis infigere 

Altum et salutare vulnus ; 
Vulneratas idem tractare leniter solers, 
Et medeUun adhibere nugls salutarem. 
Ex deflBcato cordis fonte 
Diviois eloquiis affittim scatebant labia, 

Etiam in familiari oontubeniio : 
Spirabat ipse nndlque ooekstes suavitates. 
Quasi oleo IntitisB semper reoens delibutus, 

Et semper supra sodos ; 
Gmtumque dilectissimi sui Jesu odorem 
Quaquavenjis et lat^ diffudit. 
Dolores tolenuis supra fldem. 
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.^nunnaBque heu quam awMuie ! 
Invicto animo, vlctrice patadA 
Varias curanun moles peitulit* 
Et in stadio et in metft vitae : 
Quam ubi proidnquam vidit* 
FlofophorU fidd quasi cumi alato vectus 

Pmpet^ et exultim atdgit. 
NatusescinaffroLancastrienslSO^Martil, lf»). 
Inter Nov-Anglot theologiae tyiodnia fedt. 
Fanorali munere dia Dublinii in Hibemifl ftmctus. 
Tandem (ut semper) providenliam secutua duoem, 
Coetoi fiddium apud LondineDaes pnepodtua est» 
QooB doctrinA, predbtu, etvitftbcavlt: 
Ahbrevi! 
Carpore solutas 26° JuUi, 1097* »tat 67* 
Ecdeaiis mccrorem, theologis exemplar rdiquit, 
Probis piiaque omnibus 
Inftndum sui desideiium ; 
Dum pulvls Chilsto charus hie dulc^ dormit 
KH pff t u n f i ttf*^*»T* matutinam* 



ON THB 

SUDDEN DEATH OF MRS. MART PEACOCK. 

Hark! she Uds all her ftiends adieu; 

Some angel calls her to the spheres; 
Our ejres the radiant saint pursue 

Through liquid tdesoopes of teanb 

Farenrdl, bright soul, a short fluewdl« 

TiU we shall meet again above* 
In the sweet groves where pleasures dwcU, 

And trees of life bear fhiits of love : 
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There glory alti on every flKCf 
There friendship miiks In every eye. 

There shall our tongues lebte the grace 
That led us hisneward to the sky. 

O'er all the names of Christ our King 
Shall our harmonious voices love. 

Our harps shall sound from every stiii^ 
The wooden of bis bleeding love 

Come, Sovereign Lord, dear Saviour, oome ! 

Remove these sepamCing days. 
Send thy bright wheels to fetch us home ; 

That golden hour, how long it stays ! 

How long must we He ling'iing here. 
While saints around us take their flight i 

Smiling, they quit this dusky sphere. 
And mount the hills of heavenly light. 

Sweet soul, we leave thee to thy rest, 

Eivoy thy Jesus and thy God, 
Till we, fifom hands of day rdeai^d. 

Spring out and dimb the shiniiv road. 

While the dear dust she leaves bdiind 
Sleeps in thy bosom, sacied tomb ! 

Soft be her bed, her slnmbers kind. 
And all her dreams of joy to come. 
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A« BLKOIAC THOUGHT ON 

MRS. ANNE WARNER, 

Who died of the Small-poz, Dee. 18, 1707| a few dnys 
after the birth aad death of her first ohild. 

AwAKB, mymuae, rangetbe wide world of souls. 
And seek Vernem fled; with upward aim 
Direct thy wing, for she was bom fhnn heaven, 
Fnlfill'd her visit, aad returu'd on high. 

The midnight watch of angels tiiat patrol 
The British sky, have nodc'd her ascent 
Near the mrridian star ; pursue the track 
To the blight confines of immortal day 
AndFamdise, her home. Say, my Urania, 
(For nothing 'scapes thy search, nor canst thou miss 
So fair a sjdiit,) say, beneath what shade 
Of amaranth, or cheerful eveigreen 
She sits, recounting to her kindred minds. 
Angelic or humane, her mortal toil 
And travels through this howling wilderness : 
By what divine protection she escai^d 
Thoae deadly snares when youth and Satan Icagu'd 
lu combination to assail her virtue ; 
(Snares set to murder souls ;) but heaven secur'd 
The fitwurite nymph, and taught her victory. 

Or does she seek, or has she found her babe 
Amongst the infant nation of the blest. 
And clasped it to her soul, to satiate there 
The young maternal pMdon, and absolve 
The unfulfill'd embrace ? Thjioe happy diUd, 
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That WW the light, and tum'd Its eyes ande 
From our dim regions to th' eternal son. 
And led the paieni^s way to glory ! there 
Thou art for ever her^i, with powen enlarg'd 
For love zedprocal and sweet convene. 

Behold her ancestors (a idofus race) 
Rang'd in fsir order, at her sight rejoice 
And ring her wdoime. She, along their seats 
Gliding, salutes them all with honouzs due. 
Such as axe paid in heaven : and last she finds 
A mansion fiMhion'd of distinguish'd light. 
But vacant : This (with sure iKesage, she cries) 
Awaits my father ; when will he arrive ? 
How long, alas, how long I (Then calls her mate) 
Die, thou dear partner of my mortal cares, 
We, and partake my bliss— we are for ever one. 

Ah me ! where roves my fancy ? what kind dreams 
Crowd with sweet violence on my waking mind ! 
Perhaps illusions all : inffurm me* muse. 
Chooses she rather to retire apart 
To recollect her dissipated powers. 
And call her thoughts her own ; so lately freed 
From earth's vidn scenes, gay visits, gratulatlans. 
From Hymen's hurrying and tumultuous joys. 
And fears and pangs, fierce pangs that wrought her dea£h ? 
Tell me on what sublimor theme she dwells 
In contemplation, with unerring due 
Infinite truth pursuing. When, nay soul, 
O when shall thy release fh>m cumb'rous flesh 
Pass the great seal of heaven? What happy hour 
Shall give thy thoughts a loose to soar and trace 
The intdlectual world ? divine delight ! 
Vernera's lov'd employ I PerhiHps she sings 
To some new golden harp th' almighty deeds. 



8ACRBD TO THB OKAO. 163 

The names, the honouzs <tf her Saviour-God, 
His cross, his grave, his victory, and his crown : 
Oh, could I imitate th' exalted notes. 
And mortal ears could bear them ! 

Or lies she now before th' eternal throne 
Prostrate in hiunble form, with deep devotion 
Overwhelmed, and 8eif-«basement at the sight 
Of the uncovered Godhead tux to face ! 
Semphic crowns pay homage at his fleet. 
And hers amongst them, not of dimmer ore. 
Nor set with meaner gems, but vain ambition. 
And emulation vain, and fond conceit. 
And pride for ever bauish'd flies the place. 
Curst pride, the drsss of helL Tdl me, Urania, 
How her joys hdghten, and her golden hours 
Cirde in love. O stamp upon my soul 
Some blissful image of the fUr deoeas'd. 
To call my passions and my eyes adde 
From the dear breathless day, distresshig sight I 
I look and mourn and gaze with greedy view 
Of mdancholy fondness ; tears bedewing 
That form so late deshr'd, so late bdov'd. 
Now loathsome and unlovely. Base disease. 
That leagu'd with nature's sharpest pains, and spoil'd 
So sweet a structure I the impoisoning taint 
Overspreads the building wrought with skill divine. 
And ruins the rich temple to the dust ! 

Was this the countenance, where the world admir'd 
Features of wit and virtue ? this the face 
Where love triumph'd ? and beauty on these cheeks. 
As on a throne, beneath her radiant eyes. 
Was seated to advantage— mild, serene, 
Reflecting rosy light 7 so sits the sun 
(Fair eye of heav'n !) upon a crimson doud 
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Near the horiunt and with gentle my 
SmflflB lordy round the sky, till rinng fogt* 
Fwtendiiig i^ht, with foul and heavy wing 
Involve the golden Btar, and nnk him down 
OppRM'd with dailmcak 



ON THE DEATH OF AN AGED AND HONOURED 

RELA'HVE, MRS. M. W. 

July 13, 1693. 

I KNOW theldndied-mind. 'Tis she, 'tis she ! 

Among the heav'nly forms 1 see 

The klndicd-mind from iledily bondage firee ; 

O how unlike the thing was lately seen 
Groaning and pandng on the bed. 
With ghasdy air, and languish'd head. 
Life on this side, then the dead. 

While the delaying flesh lay shivering between. 

Long did the earthly house restrain 
In toilsome slavery that ethereal guest; 

Prison'd her round in walls of pain. 
And twisted cramps and aches within her chain : 
Till, by the wdght of numerous days opprest, 

The earthly house began to red, 
The pHhurs trembled, and the building fells 
The captive soul became her own again: 
Tiled with the sorrows and the cares, 

A tedious tndn of four-score years. 

The prlaTner smll'd to be releas'd. 
She felt her fetters loose, and mounted to her rest. 
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Gase on»^ my aoul, and let a perfect view 

Paint her idea all anew ; 
Rase out those melancholy shapes of woe* 
That hang around thy memory and bedoud it so. 
Come, fancy, oome, with essences refin'd. 

With youthful green, and spotless white : 
Deep be the tincture, and the colours bright 
T' express the beauties of a naked mind. * 

Provide no glooms to form a shade ; 
All things above of varied light are made. 
Nor can the heav'nly piece require a mortal aid. 

But if the features too divine 
Beyond the power of fancy shine. 
Conceal the inimitable strokes behind a graceful shrine. 

Describe the saint from head to feet. 
Make all the lines in just proportion meet ; 
But let her posture be 
Filling a chair of high degree. 
Paint the new graces of her eyes ; 
Fresh in her looks let sprightly youth arise. 
And joys imknown below the skies. 
Virtue that lives conceal'd below. 

And to the breast coniin'd. 
Sits here triumphant on the brow. 
And breaks with radiant glories through 

The features of the mind. 
Express her passion still the same. 

But more divinely sweet ; 
Love has an everlasting flame. 
And makes the work complete. 

'Tis done ! What beams of glory fall 
(Rich varnish of immortal art) 
To gild the bright original ! 
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Tlsdone! Theimisehasnowpafann'tllierpwt. 
Bring down the piece, UianU, fhun above. 

And let my honour md my love 
Dress it with chains of gold to hang upon my heart. 



TO TRB 

RIGHT HONOURABLE THE LADY ABNEY, 

LADY-HAT0RB88 OV LONDON. 

July, 1701. 

Madam, 

Had I heen aoonunon mourner at the funeral of the dear 
gentleman deceased, I should have laboured after more of 
art in the following composition, to supply the defect of 
nature, and to feign a sorrow ; but the unoonunon conde- 
scension of his friendship to me, the in^vard esteem I pay 
his memory, and the vast and tender sense I have of the 
loss, make all the methods of art needless, whilst natural 
grief supplies more than alL 

I had resolved, indeed, to lament in sighs and rilence, 
and frequently checked the too forward muse ; but the im- 
portunity was not to be redsted ; long lines of sorrow 
flowed in upon me ere I was aware^- whilst I took many a 
soUtaiy walk in the garden adjoining to his seat at Newing- 
ton, nor could I free myself firom the crowd of mcilancholy 
ideas. Your ladyship will And, throi^hout the poem, that 
the fidr and unfinished building which he had Just raised 
for himself gave all the turns of mourning to my thoughts, 
for I punue no other topic of elegy than what my pasrion 
and my senses lead me ta 
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The poem roves, m my eyes and grief did, from one part 
of the fiibiic to the other ; it rises fhan the fbundadon, sar 
hitcs the walls, the doon, and the windows, drops a tear 
upon thereof, and climbs the turret, that pleasant retreat, 
where I promised myself many sweet hours of his oonveiv 
sation; there my song wandets ansongst the ddightftil 
subjects, divine and moral, which used to entertain our 
happy leisure ; and thenoe descends to the fields and the shady 
walks where I so often enjoyed his pleasing discourse: my 
soRows diffuse themselves there without a limit: I had 
quite foigotten all scheme and method of writing, till I 
concct mysdf, and rise to the turret again to lament that 
desolate seat. Now if the critics laugh at the folly of the 
muse for taking too much notice of the gdden ball, let 
them consider that the meanest thing that belonged to so 
valuable a person still gave some ftesh and doleful reflec- 
tions: and I transcribe nature without rule, and represent 
friendship in a mourning dress, abandoned to the deepest 
sorrow, and with a negligence becoming woe unfeigned. 

Had I designed a complete degy , Madam, on your dearest 
brother, and intended it for public view, I should have 
followed the usual forms of poetry, so far at least as to 
qiend some pages in the character and praises of the de- 
ceased, and thenoe have taken occasion to call mankind to 
oomidain aloud of the universal and unspeakable loss ; but 
I wrote merdy for myself as a friend of the dead, and to 
ease my full soul by breathing out my own complaints. I 
knew his character and virtues so well, that there was no 
need to mention them while I talked only with myself, for 
the image of them was ever present with me, which kept 
the pidn at the heart intense and livdy, and my tears flow- 
ing with my verse. 

Pertiape your ladyship will expect mxae divine thoughts 
and sacred meditadons mingled with a subject so sdlenm as 
this is : had I ftnrmed a design of offering it to your hands, 
I had cmnposed a more Christian poem ; but it was grief 
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puidy nataialfor a dwtb ao warpMng that dicw aU the 
strokes of it, and therefore my reflectione are chiefly of a 
moral strain. Such ai it is. your ladyship requires a copy 
of it ; but let it not touch your soul too tenderly, nor renew 
your own mournings. Receive it. Madam, as an offinng 
of love and tears at the tomb of a departed ftiend, and let 
it abide with you as a witness of that affectionate respect 
and honour that I bore him ; aU which, as your ladyship's 
most rightful due, both by merit and by s u ccres i o n , ia now 
humbly offered by. 

Madam, 
Your ladyship's most hearty and obedient Servant, 

I. WATTS. 



A FUNERAL POEM, 

TO THX OBAR MKMORY OF MY HONOUBKO FRIBND, 

THOMAS GUNSTON, ESQ. 

Who died NoTember 11, 1700, when he had Jost finished 
his seat at Newlngtoii. 

OF blasted hopes, and of short withering joys 

Sing, heavenly Muse. Try thy ethereal wdce 

In fUnersl numbers and a doleful song; 

Gunston the just, the generous, and the young, 

Gunston the friend is dead. O empty name 

Of earthly bliss I 'ds all an airy dream. 

All a vain thought I our soaring fancies rise 

On treacherous wings ! and hopes that touch the skies 

Drag but a longer ruin through the downward air. 

And plunge the fldlen joy still deeper in despair. 
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How did our tooli stand flAMo'd and prqpar'd 
To shout him wdoome to the seat he nurd ! 
There the dear man should see his hopes oomplete« 
Smifing, and tasting cv'ry lawful sweet 
That peace and plenty bring* while numerous yean. 
Circling ddightful, play'd around the spheres : 
Revolving suns should still renew his stxcngth« 
And dntw the common thread to an unusual length. 
But hasty Fate thrusts her drawl shears between* 
Cuts the young life off* and shuts up the scene. 
Thus airy pleasure dances in our qres* 
And spreads lUse images in fidr disguise 
T* allure our souls* dll just within our arms 
The vision dies* and all the painted charms 
Flee quidK away from the pursuing sight* 
Till they are lost in shades* and mingle with the night. 

How did he lay the deep foundations strong* 
Marking the bounds, and rear the walls along 
Solid and lasting : then a numerous train 
Of happy Gunstons might in pleasure rdgn* 
While nations perish* -and long ages run. 
Nations unborn* and ages unbqnui ; 
Not time itself should waste the blest estate* 
Nor the tenth race rebuild the ancient seab 
How fond our fancies are I the founder dies 
Childless; his sisten weep an^ dose his eyes* 
And wait upon his hearse with never-ceasing cries. 
Lofty and slow it moves to meet the tomb. 
While weighty sorrow nods on eveiy plume ; 
A thousand groans his dear remains convey 
To his cold lodging in a bed of day. 
His country's saered tears well-watering all the way. 
See the dull wheds roll on the sable load« 
But no dear son to tread the mournful road. 
And fondly kind drop his young sorrows there, 

X 3 
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The fittho's urn bedewing with a filial tear. 

O had he left as one bdiind, to play. 

Wanton about the painted hall, and my. 

This was my father'i, with impatient joy 

In my fond aims I'd clasp the smiling boy. 

And call him my young f liend : but awftd fate 

Design'd the mighty stroke as lasdng as 'twas great. 

And must this building, then, this costly frame 
Stand here for sttmngers i Must some unknown name 
PosaesB these rooms, the labours of my fHend ? 
Why were these walls rai^d for this hapless end ? 
Why these apartments all adom*d so gay i 
Why his xlch fimcy lavish'd thus away ? 
Muse, view the psintings, how the hovering light 
Flays o^er the ooloun in a wanton flight ; 
And mingled shades, wrought in by soft degrees. 
Give a sweet contrast to the charming piece; 
But night, eternal night, hangs black around 
l*he dismal chambers of the hollow ground. 
And solid shades unmingled round his bed 
Stand hideous : earthy fogs embrace his head. 
And noisome vapours glide along his face 
Rising perpetuaL Muae, foruike the place. 
Flee the raw damps of the unwholesome day. 
Look to his airy spadous haU, and say, 
* ' How has he chang'd it for a lonescnne cave, 
Confin'd and crowded in a narrow grave !" 

Th' unhappy house looks desolate and mourns. 
And every door groans doleftd as it turns ; 
The pUlars languish ; and each lofty wall. 
Stately in grief, laments the master's fall 
In drops of briny dew ; the &bric bears 
His faint reiemblanoe, and renews my tears. 
Solid and square it rises from bdow : 
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A noble air, without a gaudy ihow* 

Reigns through the model* and adonu the whole* 

Manly and plain. Such was the builder's souL 

O how I love to view the stately Arame* 
That dear memorial of the best-lov'd name ! 
Then oould I wish for some prodigious cave 
Vast as his seat, and silent as his grave. 
Where the tall shades stretch to the hideous roof. 
Forbid the day, and guard the sunUams off. 
Thither, my willing fieet, should ye be dntwn 
At the grey twilight, and the early dawn ; 
There sweetly sad should my soft minutes roll, 
Numb'ring the sorrows of my drooping souL 
But these are airy thoughts ! substantial gzief 
Grows by those objects that should yidd rdief ; 
Fond of my woes I heave my eyes around. 
My grief fhun every prospect courts a wound ; 
Views the green gardens, views the smiling skies. 
Still my heart sinks, and stQl my cares arise ; 
My wand'ring feet round the fiur mansion rove. 
And there to soothe my sorrows I indulge my love. 

Oft have I lidd the awful Calvin by. 
And the sweet Cowley, with impatient eye 
To see those walls, pay the sad visit there. 
And drop the tribute of an hourly tear : 
Still I behold some mdlancholy scene. 
With many a pensive thought, and many a sigh between. 
Two days ago we took the evening air, 
1 and my grief and my Urania there : 
Say, my Urania, how the western sun 
Brake from black clouds, and in fuU glory shone. 
Gilding the roof; then dropt into the sea. 
And sudden night devour'd the sweet remains of day : 
Thus the bright youth just reai'd his shining head 
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From obtcure sbadn of life, and mak among the dead. 

The jAAxtg ran, adom'd with all hii light. 

Smiles on thcK walls agiUn; bat endless night 

Rdgns uncontroll'd where the dear Gunston lies'— 

He's set for ever, and must never ris& 

Then why these beams, imscasonable star. 

These lightsome smiles dcKxnding &om afiur 

To greet a mourning house? In vain the day 

Breaks through the windows with a joyful xay« 

And nuurlcs a shining path along the floon. 

Bounding the evening and the morning hour& 

In v^ it bounds them ; while vast empdness 

And hollow dlenoe rdgns through all the place. 

Nor heeds the cheerful change of Natures Cue. 

Yet Natuze^B wheels will on without comtral, 

The ran will rise, the tuneful sphexes will roll. 

And the two nightly bears walk zovmd and watch the poie. 

See, while I speak, high on her sable whed 
Old Night advancing cUmbe the eastern hill : 
Troops of dark doudsptepare her way; behold 
How thcSr brown pinions, edg'd with evening gold. 
Spread shadowing o'er the house, and gUde away. 
Slowly pursuing the de clining day ; 
O'er the broad roof they fly thdr diciut stiU, 
Thus days befora they did, and days to come they will; 
But the black doud that shadows <ftr bis eyes 
Hangs there unmoveable, and new flies ; 
Fain would 1 bid the envious gloom be gone ; 
Ah, firuitless wish ! how are his curtains drawn 
For a long evening that despairs the dawn 1 

Muse, view the turret I just beneath the skies 
Lonesome it stands, and fixes my sad eyes. 
As it would ask a tear. O sacred seat. 
Sacred to friendship! O divine retreat ! 
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Here did I hope my iMppy hours t* employ. 

And fed beforehand on the promised Joy» 

When, weary of the noisy town, my friend. 

From mortal cares retiring, should ascend 

And lead me thither. We alone would dt 

Free and secure of all intruding feet ; 

Our thoughts should stretch their longest \i^ngs, and rise. 

Nor bound their soarings by the lower skies ; 

Our tongues should aim at everlasting themes. 

And speak what mortals dare, of all the names 

Of boundless joys and glories, thrones and seats 

Built high in heaven for souls : we'd trace the streets 

Of golden pavement, walk each blissAil Add, 

And dimb and taste the fruits the spicy mountains yield. 

Then would we swear to keep the sacred road. 

And walk right upwards to that blest abode ; 

We'd diarge our parting sjdrits there to meet. 

There hand in hand approach th' Almighty seat. 

And bend our heads adoring at our Maker's feet. 

Thus should we mount on bold advent'rous wings 

In high discourse, and dwell (m heavenly things, 

WhUe the pleai^d hours in sweet succession move. 

And minutes mcasur'd as they are above. 

By ever-drcliug joys, and ever-shining love. 

Anon our thoughts should lower their lofty flight. 
Sink by degrees, and take a pleasing sight— 
A large round prospect of the spreading plain. 
The wealthy river, and his winding train. 
The smoky dty, and the busy men. 
How we should smQe to see degenerate worms 
Lavish their lives, and fight for airy forms 
Of painted honour, dreams of empty sound ; 
1111 envy rise, and shoot a secret wound 
At swelling glory ; straight the bubble breaks. 
And the scenes vanish as the man awakes ; 
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Then the tall tides* liuolait and proud. 
Sink to the dun« and ndngle with the crowd. 

Man is a resden thing : stQl vain and wild. 
Lives beyond sixQr, nor outgrows the child : 
His hurrying lusts sdll break the sacred bound 
To seek new iriLeasures on forMdden ground* 
And buy them all too dear. Unthinking fool. 
For a short dying joy to sdl a deathless soul ! 
'Tis but a grain of sweetness they can sow. 
And reap the long sad harvest of immortal woe. 

Another tilbe toil in a different strife. 
And banish all the lawful sweets of life. 
To sweat and dig for gold, to hold the ore. 
Hide the dear dust yet darker than before. 
And never dare to use a gimin of all the store. 

Happy the man that knows the value Just 
Of earthly things, nor is enslav'd to dust. 
'Tis a rich gift the skies but rarely send 
To fav'rite souls. Then happy thou, my friend. 
For thou hadst learnt to manage and command 
The wealth that heaven bestow'd with liberal hand : 
Hence this fair structure rose ; and hence this seat 
Made to invite my not unwilling feet : 
In vidn 'twas made 1 for we shall never meet. 
And smile and love and bless each other here ; 
The envious tomb forbids thee to appear. 
Detains thee, Gunston, from my longing eyes. 
And all my hopes lie buried where my Gunston lies. 

Come hither, all ye tenderest souls, that know 
The heights of fondness, and the depths of woe ; 
Toung mothers, who your darling babes have found 
Untimely murder'd with a ghastly wound ; 
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¥e flighted nymphs, who on the bridal bed 
CHasp'd in your arms your lovers cold and dead. 
Come, in the pomp of all your wHA despair. 
With flowing eye-Uds and disordered hair. 
Death in 3rour looks— oome, mingle grief with me. 
And drown your little streams iu my unbounded sea. 

Yon sacred mourners of a nobler mould. 
Bom for a friend, whose dear embraces hold 
Beyond all nature's ties ; you that have known 
Two happy souls made intimately one» 
And felt a parting stroke: 'tis you must tell 
The smart, the twinges, and the racks I feel : 
This soul of ndne that dreadful wound has borne. 
Off tmn its side its dearest half is torn. 
The rest lies bleeding, and but lives to mourn. 
O infinite distress I such raging grief 
Should command pity, and despair relief. 
Passion, methinks, should rise from all my groans. 
Give sense to rocks, and sympathy to stones. 

Te dusky woods, and echoing hills anmud, 
Repeat my cries with a perpetual sound ; 
Be all ye flow'ry vales with thorns o'eigrown. 
Assist my sorrows and declare your own. 
Alas ! your lord is dead ! the humble plain 
Must ne'er receive his courteous feet again. 
Mourn, ye gay, smiling meadows, and be seen 
In wintry robes, instead of youthful green ; 
And bid the brook, that stall runs warbling by. 
Move silent on, and weep his useless channel dry. 
Hither, metlynks, the lowing herd should come. 
And moaning turtles murmur o'er his tomb : 
The oak shall wither, and the curling vine 
Weep his young life out, while his arms untwine 
Their amorous folds, and mix his bleeding soul with mine. 



176 X.YRIC POSMS* 

Te Stately dmi, in your long order mourn. 

Strip off your pride to dress your nuwtei's am : 

Here gently drop your leaves instead of tears : 

Ye elms, the reverend growth of aadent yean. 

Stand tall and naked to the blustering rage 

Of the mad winds ; thus it becomes your age 

To show your sorrows. Often ye have seen 

Our heads reclin'd upon the rising green ; 

Beneath your sacred shade diffizi^d we lay : 

Here Friendship relgn'd with an unbounded sway : 

Hither our souls their constant offeinngs brought. 

The burdens of the breast, and labours of the thought 

Our opening bosoms on the conscious ground 

Spread all the sorrows and the joys we found. 

And mingled every care ; nor was it known 

Which <rf the pains and pleasures were our own ; 

Then, with an equal hand and honest soul. 

We share the heap, yet both possess the whole. 

And all the passions there through lioth our boeoms roll. 

By turns we comfbrt, and by turns complain. 

And bear and ease by turns the sympathy of pwn. 

Friendship ! mysterious thing ! what magic pow'rs 
Support thy sway, and charm these minds of ours ? 
Bound to thy foot, we boast our birthright still. 
And ditam of freedom when wtf ve lost our will. 
And changed away our souls : at thy command 
We snatch new miseries fitwn a foreign hand. 
To can them ours ; and, thoughtless of our ease. 
Plague the dear self that we were bom to please. 
Thou tyranness of minds, whose cruel throne 
Heaps on poor mortals sorrows not thdr own : 
As though our mother Nature could no more 
Find woes sufficient for each son she bore. 
Friendship divides the shares, and lengthens ouf the stora 
Yet are we fond of thine imperious rrign. 
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Proud of thy davery, wanton in our pain, 

Andchide the oourteouahand when death diMdvcaclie chain. 

Virtue, foigive the thought I the raving muse. 
Wild and despairing, Imows not what she docs. 
Grows mad in grief, and in her savage hours 
Afizonts Che name she loves and she adsres. 
She is thy votress, too, and at thy shrine, 
O sacred Friendship, offo'd songs divine. 
While Gunston liv'd, and both our souls were thine. 
Here to these shades at solemn hours we came 
To pay devotion vrith a mutual flame. 
Partners in bliss. Sweet luxury of the mind I 
And sweet the aids of sense! Each ruder wind 
Slept in its caverns, while an evening breew 
Fann'd the leaves gently, sporting through the trees ; 
The linnet and the lark their vespers sung. 
And clouds of crimson o'er th' horizon hung ! 
The slow-dedining sun, withsloidngwheds. 
Sunk down the golden day behind the western hills. 

Mourn, ye young gardens, ye unfinish'd gates, 
Te green endoeures, and ye growing sweets. 
Lament, for ye our midnight hours have known. 
And walch'd us walking by the rilent moon 
In oonferenoe divine, while heavenly fire. 
Kindling our breasts, did all our thoughts ins|dre 
With joys almost immortal; then our zeal 
Biai'd and burnt high to reach th' ethereal hill. 
And love refln'd, like that above the poles. 
Threw both our arms round one another's souls 
In rapture and embraces. Oh, forbear I 
Forbear, my song ! this is too much to hear. 
Too dreadftil to repeat, such joys as these 
Fled from the earth for ever ! 

Y 
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Ob, for a genena grief! let aU thlngi thare 
Oar wmt that knew our loves; the ndlgfaboaring air 
Let It be laden wltli immortal sight. 
And tell the gales that every bieadi that flies 
Over the fidds should murmur and co m plain. 
And kiss the fading gnM, and propagate the pain. 
Weep, all ye buildings, and the groves around 
For ever weep; tUs is an endless wound. 
Vast and incuimble. Ye buildings knew 
His dlvsr tongue, ye groves have heard it too: 
At that dear sound no more shall ye njoioe. 
And I no more must hear the charming vtAce: 
Woe to my droofdng soul ! that heavenly breath 
That could speak lift lies now oongeal*d in death ; 
While on hb folded Ups, all cold and pale. 
Eternal chains and heavy silence dweU. 

Yet my fbnd hope would hear him speak again 
Once more at least, one gentle word ; and then 
Ounston aloud I call: in vain I cry 
Gunston aloud, for he must ne'er reply. 
In vidn I mourn, and drop these funeral tears. 
Death and the grave have neither eyes nor ears : 
Wand*ring, 1 tune my sorrows to the groves, 
And vent my swelling grieft, and tdl the winds our loves ; 
While the dear youth sleeps fltst, and hears them not : 
He hath foigot me. In the lonesome vault. 
Mindless of Watts and friendship, cold he lies. 
Deaf and unthinking clay. 

Spread thy strong pinions once again, my song. 
And reach the turret thou hast left so long: 
O'er the wide roof Its lofty head It rears. 
Long waiting our converse; but only hears 
The noisy tumults of the realms on high : 
The winds salute it, whistling as they fly. 
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Or jarring round the windows; mttUngshowen 

Laah the fair aides $ above, loud thunder roan : 

But stall the ouster deeps; nor hears the voice 

Of sacred friendship, nor the tempest^s ma»e : 

An iron slumber rits on every sense. 

In vain the heai-cnly thunders strive to rouse it thenoew 

One labour mors, my muse, the golden sphere 
Seems to demand. See through the dusky air 
Downward it shines upon the rising moon ; 
And, as she labours up to reach her noon, 
I*ursues her orb with repercussive light. 
And streaming gold repays the paler beams of night ; 
But not one ray can reach the darksome grave. 
Or pierce the solid gloom that fills the cave 
Where Gunston dwells in death. Behold it flames 
Like some new meteor, with diffusive beams, 
Through the mid-heaven, and overcomes the scan ; 
'* So shines thy Gunston's soul above the qiheres," 
Raphael repUes, and wipes away my tears. 
** We saw the flesh sink down with closing eyes. 
We heard thy grief shriek out, 'Hedies, hediesr 
Mistaken gikf ! to call the flesh the friend ! 
On our fldr wings did the bright youth ascend. 
All heav'n embrac'd him widi immortal love. 
And sung his wdcome to the courts above. 
Gentle Ithurid led him round the skies. 
The buildings struck him with immense surprise ; 
The BfixtM all radiant, and the mansions bright. 
The roof high-vaulted with ethereal light : 
Beauty and strength on the tall bulwarks sat 
In heavenly diamond ; and fbr every gate 
On golden hinges a broad ruby turns ; 
Guards off the foe, andasitmovesitbiuniss 
Millions of glories reign dirough every part ; 
Infinite power and uncreated art 
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Stand here ^play'd, and to the ■tnogor show 
How it outBhioei the noblert Mats below. 
The stianger ted his gazing powen awhile. 
Transported ; then, with a ngazdiess smile, 
Glanc'd his ejre downward through the crystal floor. 
And tooik eternal leave of what he built before." 

Now, fldr Uiania, leave the doleful strain; 
RaphadoommAnds: aanune thy joys again : 
In everlastiing numbers dng, and say, 
'* Gunston has mov'd his dwelling to the realms of day ; 
Gunston the friend livei stUl : and ^ve thy groans away." 



AN ELEGY 

TO THB MEMORY OF 

THE REV. THOMAS GOUGE,* 

Who died January 8, 1700. 

Yk virgin souls, whose sweet complaint t 

Could teach Euphrates not to flow, % 
Could Sion's ruin so divinely paint, 

Array'd in beauty and in woe ; 

Awake, ye virg^ souls, to mourn. 
And with your tuneAil sorrows dre&s a prophet's urn. 

O could my lips or flowing eyes 

But imitate such charming grief, 

* A divine of great reputation in hU time. He held the 
liviiigr of at, Sepnlchre'B, London, during: many yean, but 
«>««ffued it on the paeeinflr of the Act of Uniformity. 

t Pealm cxxxvii. j Lament. 1. S, 8. 
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I'd teach the aeaa, and teach the skies, 
WaUhigs and soIm and sympathiefl ; 
Nor should thettones or rocki be deaf; 
HockB shall have eyee* and stones have ean« 
While Gouges death is mourned in mdody and tears. 

Heav'n was impatient of our crimes. 

And sent his minister of death 
To scouxge the bold rebellion of the times. 
And to demand our propheti's breath : 

He came, commission'd, for the fktes 

Of awful Mead, and chanmng Bates : 

There he essay'd the vengeance first. 
Then took a dismal aim, and bnmght great Gouge to dust. 

Great Gouge to dust 1 how dolrful is the sound ! 
How vast the stroke is, and how wide the wound I 

O painful stroke ! distressing death ! 

A wound unmeasurably wide I 
No vulgar mortal died 
When he rerign'd his breath. 

The muse that mourns a nation's fkll 

Should widt at Gouge's funeral ; 

Should mingle nugesty and groans. 

Such as she sings to rinking thrones. 

And, in deep sounding numbers, tell 
How ^on trembled when this pillar felL 

The reverend man let aU things mourn : 
Sure he was some ethereal mind. 
Fated in flesh to be confln'd. 
And ordered to be bom. 
His soul was of th' angeUc frame. 
The same ingredients, and the mould the same. 
When the Creator makes a minister of flame ; 
He was all formed of heavenly things. 

Y 3 
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Mortals, bdkvc what my UianSa iiag»» 
For ihe hu Men him liae upoo bis flamy wings. 
Hmr would he moont ! how would he fly ! 
Up throo^ the ocean of the iky* 

Towaid the odertial coast ! 
With what amaang swiftncH soar. 
Till earth's darii ball was seen no more. 
And all its moontains lost ! 
Sauce ooiild the mnsepunvie him with her aghf. 

But, angels, you can «dl. 
For oft you meet his wondrous flight* 

And knew the stnu«er wdl ; 
Say, how he past the raffiant aidieres. 
And ^iaifeed your happy seats. 
And traced the weU4aiown turnings of the golden streets. 

And walk'd among ibe stars. 

Tdl how he dimb'd the everlasting hills. 

Surveying all the realms above. 
Borne oo a strong-wing'd fiuth, and on the fiery wheds 
Of an immortal love. 
Twas there he took a glorious light 
Of the inheritance of saints in ligh^ 
And read their title in their Sai^our's right. 
How oft the humble scholar came. 
And to your songs herab'd his ears. 
To learn th' unutterable name. 
To view th* eternal base that bears 

The new creation's firamfe 
The countenance of God he aaw. 
Full of mercy, ftOlofawe, 
The glories of his power, and giories of his grace. 
There he beheld the wondraus qvings 

Of those cetestial sacred thii^. 
The peaceful gospel and the fiery law. 
In that nuslestlc fhcei 
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That fiMe did all hli gadng powen employ* 
With moBt profound abHcment and exalted joy : 

The rolls of fkte were half unieal'd. 
He stood adoring by ; 

The VQlumcs open'd to his eye ; 

And sweet intdUgenoe he held 
With all his shining kindred of the sky. 

Ye seraphs that surround the throne* 
Tell how his name was through the palace known. 
How wann his zeal was* and how like your own ; 
Speak it aloud* let half the nation hear* 

And bold blasphemers shrink and fear ; * 
Impudent tongues! to blast a prophet's name ; 
The poison* sure* was fetch'd from hell. 

Where the old blasphemers dwell* 
To taint the purest dust* and blot the whitest fame ! 
Impudent tongues I you should be darted through* 

NaU'd to your own black mouths* and lie 

Useless and dead till slander die* 
TiU slander die with you. 

'* We saw him* (sidd th' ethereal throng*) 

We saw his warm devotions rise* 

We heard the fervour of his cries* 

And mix'd his praises with our song : 

We knew the secret flights of his retiring hours : 

Nighdy he wak'd his inward powers ; 
Young Israel rase to wrestle with his God* 
And with unoooquer'd force scal'd the celestial towers* 
Tb reach the blessing down for chose that sought his blood. 

• Though he was so great aud good a man, he did not 
•scape censure. 
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Oft we hdd the Thnndera's hand 

RaVd Ugh to cruih tbe hutiooM toe ; 
Ai oft we Mw the roUincr vcngeuioe stand, 

Doabtfnl trobey tibe droid oommand. 
While hii awwi '*1"S inayer upfadd the falling blow." 

Draw the pact loenei of thy d^ght. 

My muK, and bring the holy man to dght. 
Place him guxnmndedas he stood. 
With ploas crowds, while firom his tongue 

A stream of hannony lan soft along. 

And every car drank in the flowing good: 

Sdtly It ran Its silver way. 
Tin warm devodon railed the current strong; 
Then fisrvid seal on the sweet deluge rode. 

Life, love, and glory, gnwe and joy, 
IMvindy loird promiscuous on the torrent flood. 
And bore our laptxu'd sense away, and thoughts and souls, 
to God. 

O might we dwell for ever there ! 
No more return to breathe this grosser air. 
This aanosphere of sin, calamity, and care I 

But heavenly scenes soon leave the sight 

While we belong to day. 
Passions of terror and delight 

Demand alternate sway. 

Behold the man whose awful vtdce 

Could well proclaim the fiery law. 

Kindle the flames that Moses saw. 

And swell the trumpet's warlike nois& 
He stands the herald of the threatening skies : 
Lo, on his reverend brow the frowns divinely rise. 
All Sinai's thunder on his tongue and lightning in his eyes. 

Round tlie high roof the curses flew. 

Distinguishing eaeh guQfy head, 
^ar fttun eh' unequal war the atheist fled. 
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His kindled anows still puzsue* 

His arrows strike the atheist through. 
And o'er his inmost powers a shuddering horror spread» 
The marble heart groans with an inward wound : 

Blaspheming souls of harden'd steel 
Shriek out* amaz'd at the new pangs they fed. 

And dread the echoes of the sound. 

The lofty wretch, arm'd and array'd 
In gaudy pride, dnks do^vn his impious head. 
Plunges in dark despidr> and mingles with the dead. 

Now, muse, assume a softer stndn. 

Now soothe the sinnei's raging smart. 

Borrow of Gouge the wondrotu art 
To calm the surging oonsdenoe and assuage the pain : 

He from a bleeding God derives 

Life for the souls that guilt had slain. 

And straight the dying rebel Uvei, 
The dead arise again : 

The opening skies almost obey 

His powerful song ; a heavenly ray 
Awakes despair to Ught, and sheds a cheerful day. 

His wondrous vcdoe rolls back the spheres. 

Recalls the scenes of ancient yean. 
To make the Saviour known ; 

Sweetly the flying (jiarmer roves 

Through all his labours and his loves, 
The ap g*^**** of his cross and triumphs of his throne. 

Come, he invites our feet to try 

The steep ascent of Calvary, 
And sets the fatal tree before our eye : 

See here celestial sorrow rdgns ; 

Rude nails and ragged thorns lay by, 
llng'd with the crimson oi redeeming veins. 



AfttA the parple Ibantaln llowd ; 
Our iUUng teun kept ■ympatheth? time* 
And tridded to tiie groondy 

WhDe every accent gave a dokfUl aound 
Sad aa the breaking hcart-ftiinga of th' ezj 

Down to the manjUnn at the dead. 
With trembling joy our aouls are led. 
The capdveB of hit tongue : 
There the dear Prince of Light redinca hi 
DarimeM and shades among. 
With pleasing horror we survey 

The caverns of the tomb. 
Where the belo\-'d Redeemer lay. 

And shed a sweet perftime. 
Haric, the old earthquake roars again 
In Gougc^s voioe» and breaks the chain 
Of heavy death, and rends the tombs ; 
TheridugGodI he comes I he comes! 
With throngs of waking saints, a long t^. 
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The lofty thrones adore, and little cherubs sing. 

Behold him on his native throne. 

Glory sits fast upon his head ; 

Dress'd in new light and beamy robes. 
His hand rolls on the seasons and the shining globes. 
And sways the living worlds, and regions of the dead. 

Gouge was his envoy to the realm below; 
Vast was his trust, and great his skill. 

Bright the credentials he could show. 
And thousands own'd the seal : 

His hallow'd lips could well impart 

The grace, the promise, and command: 
He knew the pity of Inmumuel's heart. 
And terrors of Jehovah's hand. 

How did our souls start out to hear 

The embassies of love he bare. 

While every ear in rapture himg 
Upon the charming wonders of his tongue. 
Life's busy cares a sacred silence bound. 

Attention stood with all her powers. 

With fixed eyes and awe profound. 

Chain 'd to the pleasvuv of the sound. 
Nor knew the flying hours. 

But, O my everlasting grief ! 
Heav'n has recall'd his envoy from our eyes ; 
Hence deluges of sorrow rise. 
Nor hope the impossible relief. 
Ye remnants of the sacred tribe. 
Who feel the loss, come, share the snuurt. 

And mix your groans with mine : 
Where is the tongue that can describe 
Infinite things with equal art. 

Or langxiage so divine t 
Our passions want the heavenly flame. 
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Almighty lovelntsdu ftintly in onr'nogiy 
And awftil thrat'ningB Ungnlah on oar unpuik 

Hmre it agnat but dngle name; 
Amkbt the crowd be ctaadi alone; 
Standayec batYiiliihliitanyplnionsan» 
Dmtfivtheffifl^t, and ready ft> be gone: 

' Etonal God ! oonunand hii itay * 

Screech tbe dear months of fail dday ; 
O we oonld wish his age were one immortal day ! 

But when the flaming chariot 's come* 
And shining guards to attend thy prophet home. 

Amidst a thousand weeping eyes. 
Send an l^ha down* a soul of equal slie, 
Or hum this worthless globe, and take us to tbesUes. 



THK END. 
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